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MAY 1 PLEASE YOUR MAJESTY, | 
THE Engliſh theatre throws itſelf, with this play, 
at your N. 200 feet, for favour and ſupport. 


As their public diverſions are a firong indication of 
the genius of a people, the following ſcenes are an at- 
tempt to eflabliſh ſuch as are fit to entertain the minds of 
a ſenſible nation; and to wipe off that aſperſſon of bar- 
barity, which the virtugſi among our neighbours have 
ſometimes thrown —_ our taſte. 


The Provok'd Huſband is, at leaſt, an inflance that 
an Engliſh comedy may, to an unuſual number of days, 
bring many thouſands of his Majeſty's good ſubjefs to- 
gether, to their emolument and delight, with innocence. 
And however little ſhare of that merit my unequal pen 
may pretend to, yet 1 hope the juſt admirers of Sir John 
Vanbrugh will allow I have, at worſt, been a careſul 
guardian of his orphan muſe, by kading it into your 
Majeſty's royal 4 


The figs of this play King eb i apo an and © 
reform the licentious irregularities that, too often, break 
A 2 


1 DEDICATION. 
_— — —6—m o ͤ:—q 
in upon the peace and happineſs of the married flate ; 
where could fo hazardous and unpopular an undertaking 
be ſecure, but in the protection of a prince, whoſt ex 
emplary conjugal virtues Juve given ſuch illuſtrious proof 
of what ſublime felicty that holy fur in capable? 


Aut thongs © cromm:ie wh cortaia tithe ts contend, yet 
to the honour of that inflitution be it ſaid, the noyal 
harmony of bearts that now enchants us from the throne, 
is a reproach ta the frequent diſquiet of thoſe many in- 
ſenſible ſubje#s about it, who ( from his Majeſty's pater- 
nal care of bis people, have more leiſure to be Baggy: 
and "tis our Queen s peculiar glory, that we often ſce 
| her as eminently + roland cafes danke 

* as is dnp. 


"Tut e madam, that has pled wn 2 
| height, to be the more conſpicuous pattern of your fex, 

had ſtill left your happineſs imperſect, had it not given 
| theſe ingftimable treaſures of your mind and perſon to the 
only Prince on earth that could have. deſerved them. 4 
crown, received from any but the happy M, quarch's „ 
hand, wwho inuglled you * that. which * now 
agorn, had only ſeemed the <york of fortune; but thus 
beftorved, the evarld acknowledges it the due reward of 
Providence, For ane gon once. fo glorionſ'y WW 


Bat as the fame of ſuch elevated winde bas Hfted the 
lain addreſſes, of u aubale nation. ini elaquunce, the 


- 


DEDICATION. v 


——_— 


— 


en your Majehy's greater pore of ſerety deſerving 
hm. Therefore beg leave to fubferibe myfelf, 


May it pleaſe your Majefly, 


— — A a, on 2 + 0 


Tour Majeſty's majt devoted, 


* 


ng obedient, and 
moft humble ſervant, Y 
COLA CIBBER. 
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To THE 


READER. 


j 


ne 
the auditors ſome ſhort account of that part of it which Sir 
John Vanbrugh left unfiniſhed, and not thinking it adviſable, 
In that place, to limit their judgment by ſo high a commenda- 
tion as I thought it deſerved ; 1 have, therefore, for the ſatis- 
faction of the curious, printed the whole of what he wrote, ſe- 
parately, under the fingle title he gave it of, 4 
London, without preſuming to alter a line. 


Yet, when I own, that in my laſt converſation with him, 
(which chiefly turned upon what he had done towards a co- 
medy) he excuſed his not ſhewing it me till he had reviewed it, 
confeſſing the ſcenes were yet undigeſted, too long, and irregu- 
lar, particularly in the lower characters, I have but one excuſe 
for publiſhing what he never defigned ſhould come into the 
world as it then was, vis. I had no other way of taking thoſe 
many faults to myſelf, which may be 1 
ſuming to finiſh it. 


However, a judicious Reader will find in his original papers, 
that the characters are ſtrongly drawn, new, ſpirited, and na- 
tural; taken from ſenſible obſervations on high and lower life, 
and from a juſt indignation at the follies in faſhion. All I could 
gather from him of what he intended in the cataſtrophe, was, 
that the conduct of his imaginary fine lady had ſo provoked 
him, that he deſigned actually to have made her huſband turn 
her out of his doors. But when his performance came, after his 
deceaſe, to my hands, I thought ſuch violent meaſures, how- 
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ever juſt they might be in real life, were too ſevere for comedy; 


and would want the proper ſurpriſe, which is due to the end of 
a play. Therefore, with much ado, (and it was as much a8 1 
could do with probability.) I preſerved the lady*s chaſtity, that 

the ſenſe of her errors might make a reconciliation not imprac- 
ticable ; and I —B otras am dunk rp: -- 


juſtifieehby its fucorſs. 


My inclination to preſerve as much as poſſible of Sir John, 


1 ſoon faw had drawn the whole into an unuſual length; the 


Reader will, therefore, find here a ſcene or two of the lower 
humour, that were left out after the firſt day's preſentation. 


The favour the Town has ſhewn to the higher characters in 
this play, is a proof that their taſte is not wholly vitiated by the 
barbarous entertainments that have been ſo expenſively ſet off 
to corrupt it : but, while the repetition of the beſt old plays i is 
ſo apt to give ſatiety, and good new ones ſo ſcarce a commodity,. 

we muſt not wonder that the poor actors are ſometimes * 
to trade in traſh for a livelihood. re Ws, A K ; 


_ : "#4 


ES. ai Ridin without end 
to do juſtice to thoſe principal actors who have ſo evidently 
contributed to the ſupport of this comedy: and 1 with I could 
ſeparate the praiſes due to them, from the ſecret vanity of an 
author; for all I can ſay will till infinuate, that they could 
not have ſo highly excelled, unleſs the kill of the writer had 
given them proper occaſion. However, as I had rather appear 
vain than unthankful, 1 will venture to ſay of Mr. Wilkes , 
that in the laſt act, I never en any pa den take ſo natneat a 
poſſeſſion of an actor, or any actor take ſo tender a poſſeſſion 
of his auditors Mr. Mills F, too, is confeſſed by every body 
to have ſurpriſed them, by ſo far excelling himſelf——But there 
is no doing right to Mrs. Oldfield t, without putting people in 
mind of what others, of great merit, have wanted to come near . 


In Lord Townly. + Mr. Manly. f Lady Grace. 


Vii TO THE READER. 


aaa ſhe here out - did her uſual ex- 
cellence. I might thereſore juſtly leave her to the conſtant ad- 
miration of theſe ſpectators who have the pleaſure of living 
while ſhe is an actreſs. But as this is not the only time ſhe has 
been the life of what I have given the public, ſo, perhaps, my 
ſaying a little more of ſo memorable an aQreſs, may give this 
play a chance to be read, when the people of this age ſhall 
be anceſtors——May it therefore give emulation to our ſucceſ- 
ſors of the ſtage, to know, that to the ending of the year 
27275 a cotemporary comedian relates, that Mrs. Oldfield was 
then in her higheſt excellence of action, happy in all the rarely 
found requiſites that meet in one perſon to complete them for 
the ftage——Shie was in Nature juſt riſing to that height, where 
the graceful can only begin to ſhew itſelf; of a lively aſpect, 
and a command in her mien, that like the principal figure in 
- the fineſt painting, firft ſeizes, and longeſt delights the eye of 
| the ſpectators. Her voice was ſweet, ſtrong, piercing, and 
thelodious ; her pronunciation voluble, diſtin, and muſical ; 
and her emphaſis always placed where the fpirit of the ſenſe, in 
her periods, only demanded it. If ſhe delighted more in the 
higher comic than in the tragic ſtrain, twas becauſe the laſt 
too often written in a lofty diſregard of nature. But in charac- 
ters of modern practiſed Tife, ſhe found occafions to add the 
particular air and manner which difſtinguithed the different hu. 
mours ſhe preſented; whereas, in tragedy, the manner of 
fpeaking varies as little as the blank verſe it is written in 
She had one petuliar happinefs from nature, the looked and 
maintained the agreeable, at a time when other fine women 
only raift admirers by their underſtanding The fpe&tator 
was always as muth informed by her eyes as her elocution ; for 
the look is the only proof that an actor rightly conceives what 
he utters, there being icatre an inſtance, where the eyes dd 
their part, that the elocution is known tb be faulty. The qua- 
fities ſhe had acquired, were the genteel and the elegant; the 
one in her alt, and the other in her dreſs, never had her equal 
on the ſtagt; arid” che orhaments ſhe herſelf provided (par- 
ticularly in this play) ſeemed in all reſpects the pzrapiternulhe of 
a woman of quality. And of that fort were the characters ſhe 


ö 


TO THE READER» 


chiefly excelled in; but her natural good ſenſe, and lively tum 
of converſations mage her way fo eaſy to ladies of the higheſt 
rank, that it is a lefs wonder if, on the ſtage, the ſometimes 
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THE 


PRO VOR D HUSBAND 


1. the j joint performance of Sir Joux Vanzaver 
and CoLLty Ciznxs, and perhaps, as a compoſi- 
tion, ſuperior to any cotemporary comedy, as well 
from the nature and variety of its characters, as 
from what is not ſo generally attended to, che ſuffi- 
cieney of its moral. 


The grand object of this play is the correction of 
the higher folly in the eccentric errors of faſhion and 
cultivation—and the chaſtiſement of vulgar folly 
aiming after abſurd elevation, and journeying to a 
capital in, an utter unacqualntance with life. 


With the perſons here preſented, all may readily 
claim acquaintance—Here is the airy levity of rank, 
and what is alſo to befound there, its compoſed re- 
eQing dignity---Here is the ſteady and fincere Manly 
— Here is alſo, to compare with ſome illuftrious 
females we could name, the poliſhed unerring mind 
of Lady Grace. Here is the ſharper preying upon 
incapacity and Icnokanct, hunting after place. 
without powers, inſenſible to the ridicule of ſituati- 
on unſuſtained—and the cub of the father running 
his head into * in order to be familiar. 


What in life, . does not invariably hap- 
pen, here is alſo complete deteCtion of knavery, and 
an entire reform to thoughtleſs diſſipation. 


THE PROVOK'D HUSBAND. xi 
— — 
If ſuch, and ſo ſtrong be the ground - work of this 
Piece, and a happier it is not eaſy to imagine, it is 
but juſtice to ſay, that all the heightening to be be- 
ſtowed by ſentiment and expreſſion is here perfect. 
The language is extremely nervous and terſe ; the 
higher ſcenes have that rebound of ſarcaſm, or of 
wit, which prevents ſatiety in ſituatious above hu - 
mour. The lower manners here are faithful and 
diverting— yet, perhaps, che excitement. to laughter, 
if we except one ſcene, is not remarkably ſtrong in 
this play.— The mind, naturally reaching up to 
rank, is moſt intent upon the conduct of che ſupe- 
rior perſonages of the drama, —and the re formation 
of the elegant Lady Tozonly. is worked up with ſo 
maſterly a hand, that Perhaps | few tragedies have 
greater power i in the excitement of the tender eme. 
tions. 


an , 


"A 8 1 

To male ament!s fot errors paſt of youth, | 
A bard, that's vey nv more, in viper days, 
Conſcious, re vir cu N the henſe of bis plays - . 
Hnd though applauſe his wanton miſe had fr, 
Hinſiſ condemii'd bas ſenſual minds aumir d. 

ft n de d. that plays Joeuld tat you for, 
Not only aua you are, but ought to be ; 
Though vice was natural, "(was never meant 
— i EY Gut for puniſhment. ; 19 
gol d to ———— | 
Such was the piece his lateſt pen defign'd, 1 
But left no traces of his plan behind. 

Luxuriant ſcenes, unprun'd, or half contriv'd ; 
Yet, through the maſs, his native fire ſurviv'd : 
Rough, as rich ore in mines, the treaſure lay, 

| Tet frill *tawas rich, and forms, at length, a play; 
In which the bold compiler boaſts no merit, 
But that his pains have ſav d your ſcenes of ſpirit. 
Not ſcenes that would a noiſy joy impart, 

But fuch as huſh the mind, and warm the heart. 
From praiſe of hands no ſure account he draws, 

But fix'd attention is fincere applauſe : 

Tf then (Jer hard you'll own the taſk) his art 
Can to thoſe embryon-ſcenes new bife impart 

The living proudly lee Ab bay, 

And to the buried bard reigns the praiſe. 


8 DRAKMAFIF PERSON. 
FIGAND-TYARY) 
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— — 
Lord Town V, of a eim Me, - Mr. Kemble. 
Mr. Many, an admirer Bady Grace; - Mr. Benſley.  - 
Sir FxAancis WRONGHEAD, 4 we”. + 4 
Tenn, = © bak, vu ; Mr. Parfons. x 
Squire RrYenARty; his ſon, — =» Mer. Suett. 2 
Pe -org ee z +. Mt. Ded. 4 
Jenx Moopy, drone” M ody, 
honefp alen, | ;- * 
Man. e T6 Uh eee I Winner, - 
Lady TowNnLY, imoderate"in her purſnit ? Min Pa en 
. 2 Wt ies re, 2 
y GRACE, fo 
— 4 1 Us, Powell, 
Lady Waoncntar, Wife „n Frans - 
| inclined to be u find tidy, © ; es Hep, 


* her eee, — Miſs Collins, - . 


Mrs. Mer HHU dr nk fort - Mrs. Bf 
-M ene. 


Mrirrrtx, ger niect, uurrd hy r. 
Mrs. Ta usTv, Lady Townly's woman, + Miſs Heard. 


” DRAMATIS PERSON. 


— — 
ny * MY —_—_ * 
— — — 


COVENT-GARDEN. 
— 
5 f ———————— C06 Men. 
Lord TownLy, of a regular life, - Mr. Holman. 
Mr. MAN LY, an admirer of Lady Grace, + Mr. Farren. 
Sir Fxancis WRONGHEAD, 4 * Ir. Wilſon. 
gentleman, — — 


Squire Rienaxp, Ait ſon, a mere , - Mr. Blanchard. 

Count BASS ET, a gameſter, - „Mr. Bernard. 
onun Moopy, ſervant to Sir Francis, an ? . | 
A 


Nomen. 
Lady Tow v, uu in br perf = Mrs, Eten. 
of pleaſures, _ | | 
Lady Gract, Aer to Lord reh. 7 "_ nn 
_ exemplary virtue, * - 
Lady WaonenzAD, wife to. Sir Franck, Webb, 

inclined to be a fine lady, 1 1 
Miſs Janny, her hter tl - 

_= l * » pert for 1 - Mrs. Harlow, 
Mrs. MornzEAL v, one that. lets 353 wg - Mrs. Powell. 
MYBTILL Ay Aer niece, ſeduced by the, Count, - Mrs. Lewis. 
Mrs. ann * * 5 ers Miss Stuart. 
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Lord Townty's Apartment. - 
Tord Townly, ſolus. 


War did T marry ?——Was' it not ihe, mo 
plain, rational ſcheme of life was impraQticable, 
with a woman of ſo different a way of thinking? 
Is there one article of it that ſhe has not broke in 
upon -es let me do her juſtice her reputa- 
tion That I have no reaſon to belieye is in 
queſtion But then how long her profligate courſe 
of pleaſures may make her able to keep it——iz a 
ſhocking queſtion] and her preſumption while ſhe 
keeps it——inſupportable! for on the pride of that 
ſüngle virtue ſhe ſeems to lay it doumn as a funda- 
mental point, that the free indulgence of every other 

vice this fentile-cown affords, is the bifth-righe = 
rogative of 2 woman of quality Amazing! that 
a creature ſo warm in the purſuit; of her pleaſures, 
ſhould. never caſt one thought towards her darfs 
— Thus While ſhe admits of no lover, ſhe thinks ita 
greater merit ſtill, in her chaſtity, not to care for 


">. 
bas. „ 


— THR PROYOK.'D. HUSBAND... .. Aa. 
. and while ſhe in 
one continual round of cards and good company, 
he, poor wretch, is left at large, to take care of his 
own contentment . Tis time, indeed, ſome care 
were daken, and ſpeedily there thall beet, 
let me not be raſ Perhaps this diſappointment 
of my heart may make me tee impatient; and ſome 
tempers, when reproach'd, grow more untractable 
———Here ſhe comer——Let me de calm a while. 


Buter Lach . 
Going out ſo ſoon after dinner, madam ? 
Lady T. Lard, my 10101 what can I poflibly do 
at home? 
* Lard'T What does my filter, Lally Graee, 40 
nt homs? nr 257 
— Why, chat is toe amazing! Hare you 


A . 1 might be e 
confels, to make it a little more comfortable+e me. 
Lach T. Confortable | And fo, my good lord, 
you would really have = woman of my rank and 
ſpirit Kay ut hom to comfort her huſband, ee 
n t. 2 

Lord 7. Don't you think, 1 fore cies 
new full as excravagamt? - 

Lach T. Yes; my lord; 3 
p d ehe dhe pen N — 
8 indeed, | 

Gord . And whe they fly nen debe 
dee Pray what muſt * „ ee 6Fem 
enn 


5 


e 
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Aer t Ter VoD USE W. 
Lady 7. Oh, this world is not fo il bred 10 to 
taarrel with any woman for king it:! 


Lord T. Nor am I, madam, à hufba nd fo well 
bred, as to bear my wife's being 10 fond dit; i in 
ſhort, the life you lead, madam 

Lach T. Is to me the pleaſanteſt life in the 
world. 

Tord T. T ſhould not diſpute your taſte, Wini 
if a woman Had a Tight to pleaſe nobody but her- 
ſelf. | | | 8 \ 

Lady T. Why, whom would you have her pleaſe? 
Tord T. Sometimes her huſband. 

Lach T. And don't you think a bufband under 
the fame obligation? _ | 

Lord T. Certainly. 

Lady T. Why, then, we art agreed, n 
For if L never yo Abroad, Hl I am weary of being 
at home — which you know is the caſet—is it not 
equally reaſonable, not to come home til one bs 
weary of being abroad? | 

Lord'T. Tf this be your rule of life, madam, 
tis time to aſſt you one ferious 4 

Tuch J. Don't let it oe hs + py, ben 
for T am in haſte. 

Lord T. Madam, when I ati  ferious, 1 ape a 
ſerrous anſwer. 

Lady T. Before I know the queſtion?" 5 
Tord T. Pſha . Have I power, madam, to make 
you ſerious by entreaty? - | 
0 Lady T. You have. > 

Lord T. And you e to auler me mY 


ly? 


18 THE PROVOK'D HUSBAND. Aer l. 


Lady T. Sincerely. 

Lord 7. n and 

tell me ſeriouſly why you married me? | 
Lady 7. You inſiſt upon truth, you ſay? 
Lord T. I think I have a right to it. 
Lady T. Why then, my lord, to give you, at 
once, a proof of my obedience and fincerity—I 
think—T married—to take off that reſtraint that lay 
upon my pleaſures while I was a ſingle woman. 

Lord T. How, madam! is any woman under 
leſs reſtraint after marriage than before it? 

Lady T. Oh, my lord, my lord! they are quite 
different creatures! Wives have infinite liberties 
in life, that would be terrible i in an unmarried wo- 
man to take. 

Lord T. Name one. 

Lady 7. Fifty if you pleaſe To begin, then 
in the morning—A married woman may have men 


at her toilet; invite them to dinner; appoint them 


a party in the ſtage-box at the play; engroſs the 
converſation there; call them by their chriſtian 
names; talk louder than the players; from thence 
jaunt into the city; take a frolicſome ſupper at an 
India-Houſe; perhaps, in her gaietẽ de ceur, toaſt 
a pretty-fellow ; > then clatter again to this end of the 
town; break, with the morning, into an aſſembly; 
crowd to the hazard - table; throw a familiar levant 
upon ſome ſharp, lurching man of quality, and if 
he demands his money, turn it off with a loud 
laugh, and cry——you'll owe it him, to vex * 
ha, ha! | 

Lord T. Prodigious! [Abe 


/ . ũ8ꝗ»X Ai, 
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arrx THE .PROVOK'D HUSBAND. 19 
Tady T. Theſe, now, my lord, are ſome few of 
the many modiſh amuſements that diſtinguiſh the 
privilege of a wife, from that of a ſingle woman. 

Lord T. Death, madam! what law has made 


theſe liberties leſs ſcandalous in a wife, than in an 


| unmarried woman ? 


Lady T. Why the ſtrongeſt law in the world, 


euſtom—cuſtom time out of mind, my lord. 
Lord 7. Cuſtom, madam, is the law of fools; 


but it ſhall never govern me. 


Lady T. Nay, then, my lord, 'tis time for me to 


obſerve the laws of prudence. 


Tord 7. I with I could ſee an inſtance of it. 

Lady T. You ſhall have one this moment, my 
lord; for I think, when a man begins to loſe his 
9 at home, if a woman has any prudence, 


why—ſhe'l go abroad 'till he comes to himſelf 
again. | [ Going. 


Lord T. Hold, madam I am amaz'd you are 


not more uneaſy at the life you lead. You don't 
want ſenſe, and yet ſeem void of all humanity; 
for, with a bluſh I ſay it, I think I have not want- 
ed love. 


Lady T. Oh, don't ſay that, my lord, if you 


ſuppoſe I have my ſenſes. 


Lord T. What is it I have Jonas to you? What 


can you complain of? 


Lady T. Oh, nothing in the leaſt ! "Tis true, 
you have heard me ſay, I have owed my Lord 


Lurcher an hundred pounds theſe three weeks 


but what then —a huſband is not liable to his wife's : 
debts of honour, you know——and if a Ally Was 
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man wit be uneaſy about money ſhe carin't be fued 
for, What's that to him? As long as he loves ber, 
to be ſure, ſhe can have nothing to complain of. 
7 Lu, By Heaven, if my whole fortune thrown 
Into your lap, could make you delight in the cheer- 
ful duties of a wife, I ſhould think myſelf a gather 
'by the pufchaſe. Wk 

Lady T. That is, my lord, 1 migbt receive your 
Whole eſtate, provided you were ſure I would r 
ſpend a ſhilling of it. | 

Tord T. Ns, madam ; were I maſter of your 


heart, Jour pleaſures woutd be mine; but, different 


as they are, III feed even your follies to deſerve ic 
perhaps you may have ſome othet trifling debts 
of honour abroad, that keep you out of humour at 
home at leaft it ſhall not be my fault, if J have 
not more of your company 
of five hundred——and now, madam: | 

Lady T. And now, my lord, down to the und 
Thank 3 you Now I am convinced, were pon 
enough to love this man, 1 ſhould never get a fin- 
gle guinea from him. | [Afide. 

Lord T. If it be no offence, madam —— 

| Lad) T. Say what you pleaſe, my lord; I am in 
chat harmony of ſpirits, it is impoffible to put me 
"out of humour. 


Lord T. How long i in reaſon then, do you think 


chat fum ought to laft you ? 

| Lady T. Oh, my dear, dear lord! now you have 
ſpoiled all again: how is it poſſible T ſhould anſwer 
for an event chat ſo utterly depends upon fortune? 
But to thew you that I am more inclined to get mo- 


There, there? 32 a bill | 3 
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ney than to throw it away——Tl have a ſtrong pre- 
poſſeſſion, that with this * I ſhall win | 
five thouſand, - 
Lord T. Madam, if you were t win un thoy- 
ſand, it would be no ſatisfa ction to me.. 
Lady 7. Oh, = churl ten thouſang.! what ! 


not ſo much as wiſh I might vin ten thouſand ?—— 


Ten thouſand! Oh, the charming ſum! what infi- 
vite pretty things might a woman of ſpirit do wich 
ten thouſand guineas! O' my conſcience, if the 
were a woman of true * * m 
them all again. 

Lord T. And I had 88 it ſhould be ſo, ma- 
dam, provided I cauld be ſure that were the laſt you 
would loſe. _ : 

Lady T. Well, my lord, to let you feel defign 
to play all the good houſe-wife I can, I am now 
going to a party at guagrille, only to piddle with a 
little of it, at poor two guineas a fiſh, with the 
Dutcheſs of Quiteright. [Exit. 

Lord T. Inſenſible creature! neither reproaches 
or indulgence, kindneſs or feverity, can wake her to 
the leaſt reflection! Continual licence has lull'd- 
her into ſuch a lethargy of care, that ſhe ſpeaks of 


ber exceſſes with the ſame eaſy ITED as if 


they were ſo. many virtues. What a turn has her 
head taken But how to cure it——1 am afraid 
the phy ſie muſt be ſtrong that reaches her——Leni- 
tives, I ſee, are to no purpoſe take my friends 
opinion Manly will ſpeak freely——my ſiſter 
with tenderneſs to bath ſides. They r m7 caſe 
Il talk with them. 
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Enter a Servant. 


0 


Serv. Mr. Manly, my lord, has ſent to know if 


your lordſhip was at home. 
Lord T. They did not deny me. 
Serv. No, my lord. 
Lord T. Very well; ſtep up to my fe, and 
ſay, I deſire to ſpeak wich her. | 


Serv. Lady Grace is here, my lord. [Exit Serv. 


Enter Lady eee 


Lord 7. So, lady fair; what pretty weapon 15500 | 


you been killing your time with ? 


Lady G. A huge folio, that has almoſt killed me 


I think I have read half my eyes out. 


Lord T. Oh! you ſhould not pore ſo much juſt 


after dinner, child. 


Lady G. That's true: but any body's thoughts 


are better always than one's own, you know. 
Tord T. Who's there? 


Enter Servant. 


Leave word at the door, I am at home to nobody, 
but Mr. Manly. Exit Serv. 
| Lady G. And why is he excepted, pray, my lord? 
Lord T. I hope, madam, you have no an 
to his company? 
Lach G. Your particular orders upon my bein g 
here, look, indeed, as if you thought I had not. 
Lord T. And your ladyſhip's inquiry into the 
reaſon of thoſe orders, ſhews, at leaſt, it was net a 
matter indifferent to you. 
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Lach G. Lord, you make the oddeſt conſtructions, 
brother! 
if Tord 7. Look you, my grave Lady Grace —in 
one ſerious word—I wiſh you had him. 
Lady G. I cann't help that. 
Lord T. Ha! you cann't help it ; ha, ha! The 


d 1 flat ſimplicity of that reply was admirable ! 
3 Lady G. Pooh, you teaſe one, brother ! 
— V Lord T. Come, I beg pardon, child——this is 


not a point, I grant you, to trifle upon; therefore, 
T hope you'll give me leave to be ſerious. 


lach G. If you deſire it, brother: though, upon 
my word, as to Mr. Manly's having any ſerious 

> WM thoughts of me—T know nothing of it. 
Lord 7. Well——there's nothing wrong in your 
| WF making a doubt of i — But, in ſhort, I find, by 
his converſation of late, that he has been looking 
round the world for a wife; and if you were to look 


round the world for a huſband, he is the firſt man 
I would give to you. 

Lady G. Then, whenever he makes me any offer, 
brother, I will certainly tell you of it. 

Lord T. Oh! that's the laſt thing he']l do: he'll 
never make you an offer, till he's pretty ance it 
won't be refuſed. 

Lady G. Now you make me curious. Pray, Aid 
he ever make any offer of that kind to you? 

Lord 7. Not directly; but that imports nothing; 
he is a man too well acquainted with the female 
world to be brought into a high opinion of any one 
woman, without ſome well- examined proof of her 


merit; yet I have reaſon to believe, that your good 
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ſenſe, your turn of mind, and your way of life, 
have brought him to ſo favourable a one of you, 
that a few days will reduce him to talk plainly to 
me; which, as yet, (notwithſtanding aur friend; 
ſhip) I have neither declined nor encouraged him to. 
Lach G. Lam mighty glad we are fo near in our 
way of thinking; for, to tell you the truth, he is 
much upon the ſame terms with me: you know he 
bas a ſatirical turn; but never laſhes any folly, 
without giving due encomiums to its oppoſite. vir= | 
tue: and upon ſuch occaſions, he is ſometimes par- 
ticular, in turning his compliments upon me, which Þ 
I don't receive with any reſerve, left he ſhould ima- 
gine I take them to myſelf. 
Lord T. You are right, child: when a man of 
merit makes his addreſſes, good ſenſe may give him 
an anſwer, without ſcorn or coquetry. 
Lady G. Huſh! he's here 


: : Enter Mr. Maxrv. 


Man. My lord, your moſt obedient. E 
Lord T. Dear Manly, yours I was thinking 


to ſend to you. | | ; 
Man. Then, I am glad 1 am here, my lord © $ 

; Lady Grace, I kiſs your hands—What, only you 
two . How many viſits, may a man make, before he 4 7 
falls into ſuch unfaſhionable company? A brother - 


and ſiſter ſoberly fitting at home, when the whole 
town is a gadding ! I queſtion if there is ſo, parti- | 
cular a tete d te again, in * whole pariſh of St. 
J ames's.. 14 


T! 
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- ..Lady G. Fae, 29 Mr. — how cenſorious 
you are! 

Man. I had not 80 the reflection, madam; 
but that I ſaw you an 22 to it Where's 
my lady? 

Lord T. That, I Aube is ;mapaſſible to WY 

Man. Then I won't try, my lord 

Lord T. But, tis probable, I may hear of her, 
by that time I have been four or five hours in bed. - 

Man. Now, if that were my caſe——1I believe IL 
But, I beg pardon, my lord. 

Lord T. Indeed, fir, you ſhall not: you will 
= oblige me if you ſpeak out: for it was upon this 
X head I wanted to ſee you. 
= Man. Why then, my lord, fince you oblige me 
to proceed—if that were my caſe I believe I thould 
certainly ſleep in another houſe. 

Lady G. How do you mean ? 

Man. Only a compliment, madam. 

Lady G. A compliment ! þ 

Man. Yes, madam, in rather turning myſelf out 
of doors than her! 

Lady G. Don't-you 2 chat would be going 
too far? 

Men. I don't know 15 it might, madam; for, 
in ſtrict juſtice, I think ſhe ought rather to go 
than I. 

Lady G. This i is new duties; Mr. Manly. 

Man. As old, madam, as love, honour, and 
obey. When a woman will ſtop at nothing that's 


wrong, why ſhould a man balance any thing that's 
Tight ? 


B 
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| LadyG. Bleſs me! but this is fomenting thing 
Man. Fomentations, madam, are ſometimes ne- 
ceflary to diſpel tumours : though I do not directly 
adviſe my lord to do this This is only what, upon 
| the ſame provocation, I would do myſelf. | 
Lady G. Ay, ay, you would do! Bachelors wives, 
indeed, are finely governed. 
Man. If the married men's were as well—I'am 
apt to think we ſhould not ſee ſo many mutual 
plagues taking the air in ſeparate coaches. _ 

Lady G. Well, but ſuppoſe it your own caſe; 
would you part with your wife, becauſe ſhe now 
and then ſtays out in the beſt company ? 

Lord T. Well ſaid, Lady Grace! Come, ſtand 

up for the privilege of your ſex. 'This is like to be 
a warm debate. I ſhall edify. 
Man. Madam, I think a wife, after midnight, 
has no occaſion to be in better company than her 
huſband's : and that frequent unreaſonable hours 
make the beſt company—the worſt ſhe can fall 
into. 

Lady G. But if people of condition are to keep 
company with one another, how is it poſſi ble to be 
done, unleſs one conforms to their hours? 

Man. I cann't find that any woman's good breed- 
ing obliges her to conform to other people's vices. 

Lord T. I doubt, child, here we are got a little 

on the wrong fide of the queſtion. 
' Lady G. Why ſo, my lord? I cann't think the * 
caſe fo bad as Mr. Manly ſtates it——People of 
quality are not tied down to the rules of thoſe who 
.have their fortunes to make. 


* 
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Man. No people, madam, are aboye being tied 
down to ſome rules, that have fortunes to loſe. 

Lady G. Pooh! I'm ſure, if you were to take my 
fide of the argument, you would beable to ſay ſome- 
thing more for it. 

Lord T. Well, what ſay you to that, Manly? 

Man. Why, troth, my lord, I have nn 
to ſay. 
| LadyG. Ay! chat I ſhould be glad to hear, now. 

Lord T. Out with it. 

Man. 'Then, in one word, this, my lord, I have 
often thought that the miſcondu@ of my lady i 
in a great meaſure, been owing to your lordſhip's 
treatment of her, 

Lady G. Bleſs me! 

Tord T. My treatment! 

Man. Ay, my lord, you ſo idolized her before 
marriage, that you even indulged her like a miftreſs 
after it: in ſhort, you continued the lover, when 
you ſhould have taken up the huſband. 

Lady G. Oh, frightful ! this is worſe than t'o- 
ther; can a huſband love a wife too well? 

Man. As eaſy, madam, as + wile may long har 
huſband too little. 

Tord T. 80; you too are never like to agree, I 
find. 

Lady GE. Don't be poſitive, brother I am 
afraid we are both of a mind already. ¶ Aſade. ] And 
do you, at this rate, ever hope to be married, Mr, 
Manly ? 

Man. Never, 8 till 1 can meet with a 
woman that likes my doctrine. 

B 2 


28 THE PROVOK'D HUSBAND. Acr I. 


Lady G. Tis pity but your miſtreſs ſhould hear it. 

Man. Pity me, madam, when I marry the wo- 
man that won't hear it. 

Lady G. I think, at leaſt, he cann't ſay that's 
me. [Afede: 

Man. And ſo, my lord, by giving her more pow- 

er than was needful, ſhe has none where ſhe wants 
it; having ſuch entire poſſeſſion of you, ſhe is not 
miſtreſs of herſelf. And, mercy on us! how many 
fine women's heads have been turned upon the ſame 
occaſion ! 
Lord T. Oh, Manly, tis too true! there's the 
ſource of my diſquiet ; ſhe knows and has abus'd her 
power; nay, I am ſtill ſo weak, (with ſhame I 
ſpeak it) tis not an hour ago, that in the midſt of 
my impatience—I gave her another bill for five 
hundred to throw away. 

Man. Well, my lord, to let you ſee I am ſome- 
times upon the fide of good-nature,'T won't abſo- 
lutely blame you ; for the greater your indulgence, 
the more you have to reproach her with. | 

Lady G. Ay, Mr. Manly, here now I begin to 
come in with you. Who knows, my lord, but you 
may have a good account of your kindneſs? | 
Man. That, I am afraid, we had not beſt depend 
upon. But fince you have had ſo much patience, 
my lord, even go on with it a day or two more ; 
and upon her ladyſhip's next ſally, be a little round- 
er in your expoſtulations; if that don't work 
drop her ſome cool hints of a determined reforma- 
tion, and leave her——to breakfaſt upon them. 
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Lord T. You are perfectly right, How valuable 


is a friend, in our anxiety ! 

Man. Therefore, to divert that, my lord, I hey 
for the preſent, we may call another cauſe. . 

Lady G. Ay, for goodneſs' ſake, let us have done 
with this. 

Lord T. With all my heart. 

Lady G. Have you no news abroad, Mr. Manly? 

Man. A propos— have ſome, madam; and I be- 
a my lord, as extraordina ry in ita kind 

Tord T. Pray, let us have it. 
Man. Do you know that your country 1 
-bour, and my wiſe kinſman, Sir Francis Wrong - 
head, is coming to town with his whole family? 

Lord T. The fool! What can be his er 
here ? 

Man. Oh! of the laſt importance, Pl aſſure 
you No leſs than the buſineſs of the nation. 

Lord. T. Explain. 

Man. He has carried his elated Sir 
John Worthland. 

Lord T. The deuce! What! for ——for—— 

Man. The famous borough of Guzzledown... 
Tord T. A proper repreſentative indeed. 
Lady G. Pray, Mr. Manly, don't I know him? 

Man. You have dined with him, madam, when 

I was laſt down with my lord, at Bellmont. 

'- Lady G. Was not that he that got a little merry 
before dinner, and overſet * tea-table in making 
his compliments to my lady ? 


Man. The ſame. 
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Lady G. Pray what are his circumſtances? I 
know but very little of him. 

Man. Then he is worth your knowing, I can tell 
you, madam, His eſtate, if clear, I believe, might 
be a good two thouſand pounds a-year; though as 
it was left him, ſaddled with two jointures, and two 
weighty mortgages upon it, there is no ſaying what 
it is—But that he might be ſure never to mend it, 
he married a profuſe young huſſy, for love, without 
a penny of money. Thus, having, like his brave 


anceſtors, provided heirs for the family (for his dove 


breeds like a tame pigeon), he now finds children 
and intereſt-money” making ſuch a bawling about 
his ears, that at laſt he has taken the friendly advice 
of his kinfman, the good Lord Danglecourt, to run 
his eſtate two thouſand pounds more in debt, to put 
the whole management of what is left into Paul Pil- 
lage's hands, that he may be at leiſure himſelf to 
retrieve his affairs, by being a parliament. man. 
Tord 7. A moſt admirable ſcheme, indeed! 
Man. And with this politic proſpect, he is ö 
upon his journey to London —— 
Lord T. What can it end in? * 
Man. Pooh ! a journey into the country in. 
Lord 7. Do you think he'll ſtir, till his money 
is gone; or, at leaſt, till the ſeſſion is over? 
Man. If my intelligence is right, my lord, he 
won't fit long enough to give his vote for a turn- 
Lord T. How ſo? 0 
Man. Oh, a bitter buſineſs; he had ſcarce a 
vote in the whole town, beſides the returning offi- 
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cer. Sir John will certaialy have it heard at the 
we of the houſe, and ſend him about his buſineſs 


Ny” "Lord T. Then he has made a fine buſineſs of it 


Man. Which, as far as my liule intereſt will go, 
ſhall be done in as few days as poſſible. | 

Lach G. But why. would you ruin the poor gen- 
tleman's fortune, Mr. Manly ? 

Mas, No, madam; I would only ſpoil his pro- 
Ject, to ſave his fortune, 

Lady G. How. axe you concerned enough to de 
either? | 
Man. Why——TI have ſome obligations to the 
family, madam : I enjoy, at this time a pretty eſ- 
tate, which Sir Francis was heir at law to: but 
by his being a booby, the laſt will of an obſti - 
nate old uncle gave it to me. 


| Enter a Servant. Re 
Serv. [To Man.] Sir, here is one of your ſer- 


vants from your houſe deſires to ſpeak with vou. 


Man. Will you give him leave te come in, my 
lord? _ 

Tord T. Sir—the ceremony i of your own mak · 
ing. | | 

| Enter MaxLv's Servant. 


Man. Well, James, what's the matter ? 
| James. Sir, here is John Moody juft come to 
town: heſays, Sir Francis, and all the family, will 
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be here wy and is in a FAR why to _ 


with you. 
Man. Where is he? 


James. At our houſe, ſir ; he has * gaping 
and ſtumping about the ſtreets in his dirty boots, 
and aſking every one he meets, if they can tell him 
where he may have a good lodging for a Parliament- 
man, till he can hire a handſome houſe, fit — 
his family, for the winter. 

Man. I am afraid, my lord, I wok wait upon 
Mr. Moody. | 

Lord T. Priythee let us have him n he vin 
divert us. 

Man. Oh, my lord, he's auch a cub! Not hos 
he's ſo near common ſenſe, that he _ for a vit 
in the family a 

Lacy G. I beg, of. all an we may have lin: 
T am in love with nature, let her dreſs be never ſo 
homely. | 

Man. Then defire him to come hither, James. 
| [Exit James. 

Lady G. Pray what may be Mr. Moody's poſt ? 
Man. Oh! his maitre d hotel, his butler, his bai- 
liff, his hind, his e and ſometimes——his 
companion. 

Lord T. It runs in my head, that the momenit As 
knight has ſet him down in the houſe, he will get 
up, to give them the earlieſt proof of what import- 
ance he is to the public, in his own country. 

Man. Yes, and when they have heard him, he 
will find, that his utmoſt importance ftands valued 
at—ſometimes being invited to dinner. 


I. 


Oh, hes eft John ! 
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Lady G. And her ladyſhip, I ſuppoſe, will make 
as conſiderable a figure in her ſphere, to- 
Man. That you may depend upon . for (if I don't 
miſtake) ſhe has ten times more of the jade in her 
than ſhe yet knows of: and ſhe will fo improve in 


this rich foil in a month, that ſhe will viſit all the 


ladies that will let her into their houſes; and run in 
debt to all the ſhopkeepers that will let her into their 
books: in ſhort, before her important ſpouſe has 

made five pounds by his eloquence-at Weſtminſter, 


the will have loſt five hundred at dice 1 132 


in the pariſh of St. James's. 

Lord T. So that, by that time he ase * 
duly elected, a ſwarm of duns will be ready for their 
money; and his worſhip—will be ready for a gaol. 

Man. Yes, yes, that I reckon will cloſe the ac- 


count of this hopeful journey to London—But ſee, 
here comes the fore-horſe of the team. 


Enter Jonx Moopy. 


J. Moody. Ad's waunds and heart, Meaſter Man- 


y I'm glad I ha“ fun ye. La wd, la wd, give me a 


buſs ! Why, that's friendly naw. Fleſh! I thought 
we would never ha* got hither. Well, and how do 
you do, Meaſter ?—Good lack! I beg pardon for 
my bawldneſs I did not fee at his honour was 
here. 

Lord T. Mr. Moody, your . IJ am glad 


to ſee you in London: I hope all the 2 — | 


is well. 


Ag. 
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F. Moody. Thanks be prais'd, your honour, © 
they are all in pretty good heart; tho'f we have had 
à power of croſſes upo the road. 3 
1 G. J hope my lady has had no bart, Mr. 
696 Moody Noa, and laſs your ladyſhip, ſhe 3 
was never in better humour: there? 5 one _ 1 
89 now. 3 
Man. What has ki the matter, John?- h 
F. Moody. Why, we came up in ſuch a hurry, 
you mun think that our tackle was not ſo tight as it 
ſhould be. 3 
Mon. Come tell us all———Pray, how do they 42 
i Moody. Why, i' the awld coach, Meafter , 
_ *cauſe my lady loves to do things handſom, to 


be ſure, ſhe would have a couple of cart-horſes 2 


clapt to the four old geldings, that neighbours micht 
fee ſhe went up to London in her coach and fix; Þ 


and ſo Giles Joulter, the ploughman, rides Nail 


lion. 


Man. Very well! the journey ſets out as ie | 


hould do. [Afide.] What, do they bring all the 
children with them too? 
F. Moody. Noa, noa, only the younk ſquoire, 
5 ind Miſs Jenny. The other foive are all out at 
board, at half-a-crown a head, a week, with John 
e e at Smoke -dunghill farm. 

Man. Good again! a right Engliſh academy for 
younger children ! k 

J. Moody. Anon, fir. [Not underſtanding him. 

Lady G. Poor ſouls ! What will become of 
them? 
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« N. Moody. Nay, nay, for that matter, madam, 
« they are in very good hands: Joan loves um as 
« thof* they were all her own: for ſhe was wet- 
« nurſe to every mother's babe of 'um——Ay, ay, 
40 they'll ne'er want for a belly-full there! | 

« Lady G. What ſimplicity! 

Mas. The Lud a mercy upon all good folks! 
„What work will theſe people make ! 
| [ Holding up bis hands.” 

Lord T. And when do you eres them here, . 
John? | 
J. Moody. Why, we were 1D hopes to ha'.come- 
yeſterday, an' it had no” been that thi awld Weazle- 
belly horſe tired: and then we were fo cruelly load- 
en, that the two fore-wheels came craſh down at. 
once, in Waggon-rut-lane, and there we loſt four 
hours fore we could ſet things to rights again. 
Mas. So they bring all _— with the 
coach then ? 

J. Moody. Ay, ay, and good Gate on it there is 
— Why, my lady's geer alone were as much as fill'd 
four portmantel trunks, beſide the great deal box 
that heavy Ralph and the monkey fit upon behind. 

Tord T. Lady G. and Man. Ha, ha, ha! 

Adds G. Well, Mr. Moody, andpray how many 
are they within the coach? 

J. Moody. Why there's my lady, * his wor- 
ſhip; and the younk ſquoire, and Miſs Jenny, and 
the fat lapdog, and my lady's maid, Mrs. Handy, 


and Doll Tripe, the cook, that's all—Orly Doll . 


puked a little with riding backward; ſo they hoiſted 
her into the coach - box, and then her 2 was 
eaſy. 
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Lady G. Oh, I ſee them! I ſee them go by me. 3 


ay ha! whe Laughing. 


J. Moody. Then you mun think, meaſter, there 4 
was ſome ſtowage for the belly, as well as the back 


too; children are apt to be:famiſhed upon the road; 


ſo we had ſuch cargoes of plum- cake, and baſkets 3 
of tongues, and biſcuits, and cheeſe, and cold boil- 
ed beef—And then, in caſe of. fickneſs, bottles of 
cherry brandy, plague water, ſack, tent, and ftrong 
beer ſo plenty, as made th' awld coach crack again. 


Mercy upon them ! and ſend them all well to town, 
J ſay. 

Man. Ay, and well out on'ragain, John. 

J. Moody. Ods bud, meaſter! you're a wiſe man; 
and for that matter, ſo am I——Whoam's whoam, 
I ſay; I am ſure we ha* got but little goode'er fin 
we turn'd our backs on't. Nothing but miſchief ! 
Some devil's trick or other plagued us aw th! day 
lung. Crack, goes one thing! bawnce,' goes ano» 
ther! Woa! ſays Roger Then, ſowſe ! we are all 
ſet faſt in a lough. Whaw! cries miſs. Scream 
go the maids; and bawl, ww as thof they were 
ſtuck. And ſo, merey-on us! this was the trade 
from morning to night. But my lady was in ſuch a 
murrain haſte to be here, that ſet out ſhe would, 
thof? I told her it was Childermas day. 

Man. Theſe ladies, theſe ladies, John=— — 

J. Moody. Ay, meaſter! I ha' ſeen a little of 
them: and I find that the beſt—--when ſhe's mend- 
ed, won't ha* much goodneſs to ſpare. 

Lord T. Well ſaid, John. Ha, ha! 


Mun. I hope, at leaſt, you and your * wo- 


man agrees ſtill. 
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J. Moody. Ay, ay; much of a muchneſs. Bridget 
ſticks to me: tho' as for her goodneſs——why, ſhe 
was willing to come to London too But hauld a 
bit! Noa, noa, ſays I; there may be \milchie 
enough done without ou. 

Man. Why that was bravely ſpoken, Ichs and 
like a man. | 

F. Moody. Ah, — beast! were mea ſter but 
hauf the mon that I am Ods wookers! thof 
he'll ſpeak ſtautly too, ſometimes——But then he 
canno' hawld it —-no, he canno' hawld it. 

Lord T. Lady G. and Man. Ha, ha, ha 

J. Moody. Ods fleſh ! but I mun hie me whoans! 
the coach will be coming every hour naw——but 
meaſter charged me to find your worſhip out; for he 
has hugey buſineſs with you: and will certainly 
wait upon you by that time he can put on a dean 
neck-cloth. . 

Man. Oh, John! I'll wait upon him. ; 

J. Moody. Why you wonno' be ſo kind, wull 
ye? , 
Man. If you'll tell me where you dads. | 

J. Moody. Juſt i“ the ſtreet next to where your 
worſhip dwells, at the ſign of the golden ball—It's 
gold all over; where they ſell ribbons and n 
and other ſort of geer for gentlewomen. N 
Man. A milliner's? ; 
J. Moody. Ay, ay, one Mrs. Motherly. Waunds 
ſhe has a couple of clever r there, ſtitching 1 » 
th' fore room. 
Man. Ves, yes, ſhe's a woman of good bufineſs, 
no doubt ont Who recommended chat houſe to 
you, John? 


8 THE PROVOK'D HUSBAND: erf 


J. Moody. The greateſt good fortune in the 1 
world, ſure; for as I was gaping about the ſtreets, 
who ſhould look out of the window there, but che A 
gentleman that was always riding by our coach 
fide at York u ay, that's 1 


fine 
he. 


to fee to 


Man. As any ſharper in town. [ Afde. 1 
J. Moody. At York, he uſed to breakfaſt with 3 


my lady every morning. 


Man. Yes, yes, and I ſuppoſe her ladyſhip will 
return his compliment here in town. [Afide. 


F- yn Well, meaſter 


John. 


Lady G. And mine, pray, Mr. Moody.” 


md Moody. Ay, your honours; they'll be proud I 


on't, I dare ſay. 

Man. I'Il bring my compliments myſelf; ts, bo- 
neſt John—— 

J. Moody. Dear Meafter Manly the RR 
4 goodneſs bleſs and preſerve you. [Exit J. Moody. 

Lord T. What a natural creature 'tis! 

Lady G. Well, I cann't but think John, in a 
vet afternoon in che country, muſt be very _ 
company. 

Lord 7. Oh, che ramontane! If this were 
known at half the quadrille-tables in town, they 
would lay down their cards to laugh at you. 


1 
4 


1 | 


un. Baſſet | Oh, I remember 1 know lun by 4 
7 Moody. Well, to be ſure, as civil a gentleman 1 
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Lady G. And the minute they took them up again, 
they would do the ſame at the loſers ut to let you 
ſee, that I think good company may ſometimes want 
cards to keep them together ; what think you, if we 
three ſat ſoberly down to-kill an hour at ombre? 

Man. I ſhall be too hard for you, madam. 

Lady G. No matter; I ſhall have as much ad- 


vantage of my lord, as you have of me. 


Lord T. Say you ſo, madam; have at you then. 

Here! get the ombre table and cards. - 
| [ Exit Lord Townly. 

| Lady G. Come, Mr. Manly—I know you don't 
forgive me now. 

Man. I don't know whether I ak to forgive 
your thinking ſo, madam. Where do you imagine 
I could paſs my time ſo agreeably ? 

Lady E. I'm ſorry my lord is not here, to take 
his ſhare of the compliment But he'll wonder 
what's become. of us. W 
Man. I'Il follow in a moment, madam 
| [Exit Lady Grace. 
It muſt be ſo—-She ſees I love her—-yet with what 
unoffending decency ſhe avoids an explanation? 
How amiable is every hour of her conduct! What a 
vile opinion have I had of the whole ſex for theſe 
ten years paſt, which this ſenfible oreature has re- 
covered in leſs than one! Such a companion, ſure, 
might compenſate all the irkſome diſappointments 
that pride, folly, and falſchood, ever gave me! 
Could woman regulate, like her, their lives, 
What halcyon days were in the gift of wives! _. 
Vain rovers, then, might envy what they hate ; 
And only fools would mock the married ſtate. [Exit, 
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ACT IL. SCENE L._ 


"Mrs. MoTrzrLy*s Houſe. F Enter Count BAss Tr 
and Mre. man, 


7 | Count Baſt. 


I TELL you there is not ſuch a Ri in England 
for you. Do you think I would have gone out of 
your lodgings for any body that was not ſure to 
make you eaſy for the winter? 

Moth. Nay, I ſee nothing againſt it, ſir, but the 
gentleman's being a parliament-man ; and when 
people may, as it were, think one impertinent, or 
be out of humour, you know, when a body comes 
to aſk for one's own 

Count Baſ. Pſha! Pr'ythee never trouble thy 
Head; his pay is as good as the bank—Why, he 
bas above two thouſand a- year. 

Moth. Alas-a-day, that's nothing! your people 
'of ten thouſand a-year have t ten thouſand things to- 
do with it. 

Count Baſ. Nay, if you are afraid of being out of 


your money, what do you think of going a little - 


with me, Mrs. Motherly ? 

Moth. As how?” l 

Count Baſt Why, I have a game in my band, in 
which, if you'll croup me, that is, help me to play 
it, you ſhall go five hundred to nothing. 

Moth. Say you fo / — Why then I go, fir—=—and 
now, pray let s ſee aq game. 


P 
P 
fl 
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- Count Baf. Look you, in one word, my cards lie 
thus——When I was down this ſummer at York, I 
happened to lodge in the ſame houſe with this 
knight's lady, that's now coming to lodge with you. 

Moth. Did you ſo, fir? _ 

Count Baſ. And ſometimes had the honour to 
breakfaſt, and paſs an idle hour with her. 

Moth. Very good; and here, I ſuppoſe, you would 
have the impudence to fup and be buſy with her. 
Count Baf. 'Piha ! pr'ythee hear me. 

. Meth. Is this your game? I would not give fix- 
pence for it. What! you have a paſſion for her 
pin-money———No,, wo; NG . are not fo 
fluſh-of SeQhagmmos 
Count Baſ. Nay, eee 

Moth. One had need to have a good deal, I am 
ſure, to hear you talk at this rate. Is this your 
way of making my poor niece, Myrtilla, eaſy? - 

Count Baſ. Death! I deere pn if the wo- 
man will but let me ſpeak 

Moth. Had you not a letter from her this morn- 
ing e 

c * I e it here in my e- is 
it, ' [Shes it and puts it up again. 

- Moth. Ay, but I dou: nan el; 
ere . ol 

Count — How the tel can * if you wou'y hear 


me? $5 8 S130 427 


Moth. What, hear you tall of mide ate 
Count Baß Oh, lud! Oh, lud! I tell you, III 
make her fortune —Ounds, I'll marry he?! 
Moth. A likely matter! if you would not do it 
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when ſhe was a maid, your Romackh js n 
ſet now, I preſume. 

Count Baſ. Hey-day why your herd hagins- to 
turn, my dear! The devil! you did not think 93 2 
poſed to marry her myſelf? 

- Moth. If you don't, who the Keil do you think 
will marry her? 

Count Baſ. Why, alas boos x 

Math. Humph ! there niay-be:ſends in chat | 

Count Baſ. Very good—One for t'other, then; 
if I can help her to a huſband, why ſhould. you not 

come into my ſcheme: of helping me to a wife? 
Math. Naur pardon, fir; ay, ay, in an honour- 
able affair, you know you may command me But 
pray, e en e Wr 
had ? 

Count Baſ. Now, hive a little tate ths 
| muſt know then, this country knight and his lady 
bring up in the coach with them their eldeſt ſon and 
A e N to teach chem to waſh aw _— and 

Meth. Good—— 

Count Baſe. The ſon is an unlick d whelp, eur 
fixteen, juſt taken from ſchool; and begins to han- 


ker aſter every wench in the a. the daughter, 
much of the ſame age; a pert, forward huſſy, who, 


having eight thouſand pounds left her by an old 


doting grandmother, ſeems to have a deviliſh mind 


to bedoing in her way too. 
Math. And your defign is ws ji her into buſi · 
neſs for life ? 


> 
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Count Baſ. Look you, in ſhort, Mrs, Motherly, 
we gentlemen, whoſe occafional chariots roll only 
upon the four aces, ave hable, ſometimes, you 
know, to have a wheel out- of order; which, I 
confeſs, is ſo much my caſe at preſent, that my dap- 
ple greys are reduced to a pair of ambling chair 
men. Now, if, with your affiſtance, T can whip 
up this young jade into a hackney-coach, I may 
chance in a day or two after, to carry her, in my 
own chariot, en famille, to an opera. ru what 
do you ſay to me? 

Moth. Why, I ſhall not fleep for thinking of it. 
But how will you prevent the family n 2 
defigh 2. 

Count Baf By renewing my addreſſes obe ne 


ther. 


Moth. And how will the daughter UBS That, think 
you? 


Count Baſ. Very 3 it eovers ker own 
affair, 
Moth. bd usted do— but, as you 
ſay, one for t'other, fir; I ſtick to that —if you 
don't do my niece's buſineſs with the ſon, I'll blow 
you with the daughter, depend upon't, | 

| Count Baſ. It's a bet—pay as we go, I tell you; 
and the five n ſhall be ſtaked in a _ 
hand. 

Moth. That's koneft=But obs comes my niece; 
ſhall we let her into the ſecret ? 

Count Baſ. Time — ro. be I may _ 


upon It, 


* 
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Enter MysTILLA. 


| Math. So, niece, are all the rooms done one, 
and the beds ſheeted ? 


' Myr. Yes, madam; but Mr. Moody tells us, the 


lady always burns wax in her own chamber, and 
we have none in the houſe. 

Meath. Odſo! then I muſt beg your, pardon, 
Count , this i is a buſy time, you know. _ 

[Exit Mrs. Motherly, 

Count Baſ. Myrtilla, how doſt thou do, child! 

- Myr. As well as a lofing gameſter can. ? 
Count Baſ. Why, what have you lot? 
Mr. What I ſhall never recover; and, what's 
worſe, you that have won it, don't ſeem to be much 
the better for it. 

Count Baſ. Why, child, doſt thou ever ſee any 
body overjoyed for — a deep ſtake fix months 
after tis over? 

Myr. Would I had never played for it! 
Count Baſ. Pſha! hang theſe melancholy n, ! 
we may be friends ſtill. 

Myr. Dull ones. 

Count Baſ.. Uſeful ones, perha p+——ſuppoſe I 
ſhould help thee to a good huſband ? | 

Myr. I ſuppoſe you'll think any one good enough, 
that will take me off o' your hands. 

. Count Baſ. What do you think of* the young 
emuniry ſquire, the heir of the n that's coming 
to lodge here ? 

Myr. How ſhould I know what to think of him? 
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Count Baſ. Nay, I only give you the hint, child; 
it may be worth your while, at leaft to look about 
you——Hark, what buſtle's that without? 


Enter Mrs. MoTrytrLY 2 
Moth. Sir, fir! the gentleman's coach is at the 


door ; they are all come. 

Count Baſ. What, already? 

Moth. They are juſt getting out wos t you 
ſtep and lead in my lady? Do you be * 
niece; I muſt run and receive them. 

[Exit Mrs. Motherly. 

Count Baſ. And think of what I told you. . 

[Exit Count. 

Myr. Ay, ay; you have left me enough to think 
of as long as I live——A faithleſs fellow! I am 
ſure T have been true to him ; and for that only 
reaſon he wants to be rid of me. But while women 
are weak, men will be rogues; © and, for a bane 
to both their joys and ours, when our vanity in- 
„ dulges them in ſuch innocent favours as make 
* them adore us, we can never be well, till we grant 
them the very one that puts an end to their devo- 
tion But here comes my aunt and the company.” 


Mrs. MoTHzRLY returns, ſbewing in Lady WzoxG- 
HEAD, led by Count Bass Er. 


Moth. If your ladyſhip pleaſes to walk into this 
parlour, madam, only for the preſent, *till your ſer- 
vants have got all your things in. 

Lady Wrong. Well, dear fir, this is ſo infinitely 
obliging——T1 proteſt it gives me pain, tho', to turn 
you out of your lodging thus. 
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Count Baſ. No trouble in the leaſt, madam; we 
fingle fellows are ſoon moved; befides, Mrs. Mo- 
therly's my old acquaintance, and I could not be 
her hinderance. | | 

Moth. The Count is fo well bred, madam, I dare 
ay he would do a great 2. more to accommodate 
your lady ſhip. 

Lady Wrong. Oh, dear madam e well. 
:bred fort of a woman. [Apart to the Count. 


Count Baſ. Oh, madam! ſhe is very much among 


people of quality; ſhe is ſeldom without them in 
her houſe. 

Lady Wrong. Are there a good many people of 

quality in this ſtreet, Mrs. Motherly ? 

Mob. Now your ladyſhip is here, madam, I don't 
'believethere is a houſe without them. 
Lady Wrong. I am mighty glad of that; for, re 
ally, I think people of quality n i 
among one another.. 

Count Baſ. Tis what one would ant, indeed, 
"madam. 

Lady Wrong. Bleſs me! but where are the chil- 
doom all this while? | 


Moth. Sir Francis, madam, I believe, i 1s taking 


care of them. 

© Sir Fran. [Within.] John Moody! ſtay you by 

the coach, and ſee all our things out Come, 

children. | | 
Moth. Here they are, madam. 


PA 
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Euler Sir Francis, Se Richaan, and Mie 
J=8xY. 


Sir Fran. Well, Count, I mun ſay it, this was 
koynd, indeed. 

Count Bay. Sir Francis, give me leave'to bid you 
welcome to London. 

Sir Fran. Pſha! how doſt do, mon?——Waunds, 
I'm glad to ſee thee ! A good ſort of a houſe this. 

Count Baſ. Is not that Maſter Richard? 

Sir Fran. Ey, ey, that's young Hopeful— Why 
doſt not baw, Dick? 

*Squ. Rich. So I do, feyther. 

Count Baſ. Sir, Lm glad to ſee you—T wot 
Mrs. Jane is grown ſo, 1 Mold not have known 
her. | 

Sir Fran. Come forward, Jenny. 

| Jenny. Sure, papa! do you think I don't know 
how to behave myſelf? | 

Chunt Baſ. If T have permitfiva to approach her, 
Sir Francis. 

Jenny. Lord, fir! I'm in ſuch a frightful pickle— 

| {Salute. 

Count Baſ. Every dreſs that's proper muſt become 
you, madam—you have been a long 3 Journey. 
Feng. Thope you will fee me in a better to- mor- 
row, fir. 

[Lady Wronghead hides Mrs. ; Motherly, point 

ing to Myrtilla. 

Moth. Only a niece of mine, WW that lives 
with me : ſhe will be proud to give your ladyſhip 
any aſſiſtance in her power. N 
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Lady Wrong. A pretty ſort of a young woman 
Jenny, you two muſt be acquainted. _ 

Jenny. Oh, mamma, I am never ſtrange in a 
ſtrange place. | | [Salutes Myrtilla. 

Myr. You do me a great deal of honour, madam 
—Madam, your ladyſhip's welcome to London, 
Fenny. Mamma, I like her W 3 ſhe 
called me my ladyſhip. 


Sgu. Rich. Pray, mother, mayn't I eee 


with her too? 
Lach Wrong. You, you ch; ſtay till you n 
a little more breeding firſt. 

Sir Fran. Od's heart, my Lady Wronghead! why 
do you baulk the lad? how ſhould he ever learn 
breeding, if he does not put himſelf forward! 

_ *$qu. Rich. Why, ay, feyther, does mother think 
*at I'd be uncivil to her? 

Myr. Maſter has ſo much good humour, madam, 

he would ſoon gain upon any body. 
| He M. Myrtil la. 

* Squ. Rich. Lo' you there, mother : an' you would 
but be quiet, ſhe and I ſhould do well enough. 

Lady Wrong. Why, how now, firrah ! voy muſt 
not be ſo familiar, 
| Sgu. Rich. Why, an' I know nobody, how the 
murrain mun I paſs my time here, in a ſtrange 
Race! Naw you and I, and ſiſter, forſooth, ſome- 
es, in an afternoon, may play at one and thirty 
bone: ace, purely. 

Jenny. Speak for yourſelf, fir; d'ye think I oy 
at ſuch clowniſh games? 


— - 


; 2 2 
a 
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gu. Rich. Why and you woant yo" ma' let it 
aloane; then ſhe and I, mayhap, un have : A baut 
atall- fours, without you. 

Si Fran. Noa, noa, Dick, that won't do Aber; ; 
you mun learn to make one at ombre, here, child. 
Myr. If mafter pleaſes, I'll ſhew it him. 
gu. Rich: What! the Humber! Hoy day! why 

does our river run to this tawn, feyther?* © 

Sir Fran. Pooh! you filly tony! ombre is a geam 
at cards, chat the better ſort of people play . 
togethar at. | 

Seu. Rirb. Nay the moare the Berrier, t far: i 
but fiſter is always ſo croſs-grain' dy — 

Jenny. Lord! this boy is enough to deaf pabple 
—and one has really been ſtuff'd-up in a coach fo 
long, that Pray, madam could not I 
get a little powder for my hair? 

Myr. if you Pleaſe to come along with me, ma- 
dam. [Exeunt Myr. and Jenpy. 
- *Squ. Ricks What, has fiſter taken her away 
naw ; 2 I'll go * have a little game with em. 

IE. after them. 

Lady Wrong. Well, vane? J hope you won't ſo 
far change your lodgings, but you will come, mY 
be at home here ſometimes? © 

Sir Fran. Ay! ay !- pr*ythee come * ubs A bit 
of mutton with us, naw and _ 1 — 
to %% 

Count Baf. Well, fir Redel ) JO Null nd ru 
make bur very little ceremony. © 

N Soup, of wer that weg: 

-C 
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Moth. Will your ladyſhip pleaſe to refreſh your- 
ſelf with a diſh of tea, after your fatigue? D 
have pretty good. 

Lady Wrong. If you pleaſe, Mrs. Motherly ; but 
I believe we had beſt have it above tau 

Moth, Very well, madam : it ſhall be ready i im- 


Asiaten,. [ Erg A dale, 
Lady Wrong. Won't you walk up, fir? _ | 
Fir Fran. Moody! 


_ Count Baſe Shan't we ſtay for Six Francis, ma. | 


a 

Lady Wrong. Lard! don't mind him: he will come 
if he likes it. | 

Six Fram. Ay 1 ay! ne'er bead- me—T have 
en bene Lady Wrong, and Count Ba 


Enter Jo HN Moony. 


X Moody. Did your worſhip want muh? _, 

Sir Fran. Aye, is the conch dt and all our 
Ain unn, 

J. Moody. Aw but a few band een 3 che 
pook that's left o* che gooſe po But, a plague 

on him, th' monkey. „ I chin 
1 I ſuppoſe he's goon to ſee his relations; for here 
looks to be a power of um in this W 
heavy. Ralph is ſkawered after him. 

Sir Fran. Why, let him go to the devil] 3 
ter, and the hawnds had had him a month agoe. 
But I wiſh the coach and horſes, were got 
ſafe to the inn! This is a ſharp tawn, we mun, look 
about us here, John; therefore I would have you 


t 


ve 


AcT U. THE PROVOK'D HUSBAND. $31 


go along with Roger, and ſee that nobody runs 
away with them before they get to the ſtable. f 
7 Mosch. Alas a-day,, fir, I believe our awld 
cattle won't yeally be run away with to-night 
but homſomdever, we'ſt ta the beſt care we can of 
um, poor ſaw ls. 
Sir Fran. Well, well! make haſte 
I Moody goes out, and returns. 
* Moody. Od: fleſh ! here's Maſter Monly come 
to wait upo* your Worſhip ! t 
Sir Fran. Wheere is he? 
J. Moody. Juſt coming in at threſhould, 
Sir Fran. D a about your buſineſs. 
7 LExit Moody, 


uur ManLy. 1219 / 


Coufin Manly ! Sir, I am your very humble ſer- : 
vant. . 

Man. I heard you were come, Sir Francis—and— 

Sir Fran. Odsheart! this was kindly done of you 
naw. 

Man. I, wiſh you may think it ſo, couſin! for I 
confeſs, I ſhould have been better pleaſed to have 
ſeen you in any other place. | 

Sir Fran. How ſoa, fir ? 

Man, Nay, tis for your own ſake; I'm not con- 
cerned, _ 

Sir Fran. Link you. — * wol L know you 
with me well; yet I don't queſtion I ſhall give you 
ſuch weighty reaſons for what I have done, that you 


will ſay, fir, this is the ann that ever I 
made in my life. 


— 
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Man. I think it ought to be, couſin ; for I be- 
lieve you will find it the moſt rp one 
your election did not coſt you a trifle, I ſuppoſe. 

Sir Fran. Why, ay! it's true! That—that did 

lick a little; but if a man's wiſe (and T han't fawn'd 
yet that I'm a fool) there are ways, couſin, to lick 
one's ſelf whole again. / | 

Man. Nay, if you have that ſecret—— _ 

Sir F. Don? t you be fearful, coufin—you'll 1 
find that I know ſomething. 

Man. If it be any thing for your good, I ſhould 0 
be glad to know it too. 

Sir Fran. In ſhort, then, I We à friend in a h 

corner, that has let me a little into what's what, at 

Weſtminfter——that's one thing. 

Man. Very well! but what good is that to do 


you? 

Sir Fran, Why not me, as much it does other 
folks? 

Man. Other people, I doubt, have the advantage 
of different qualifications. 

Sir Fran. Why, aye! there it is now! youll fay 
that 1 have lived all my days i' the country——what 
then——1'm o the quorum— l have been at ſeſ- 

ſions, and I have made ſpeeches there! aye, and at 
veſtry too —and mayhap they may find here, 

that I have brought my tongue up % town 

with me! D'ye take me naw? 

Man. If I take your caſe right, coufin, I am 
afraid the firſt occaſion you will have for your elo- 

Wo here, will be, to ſhew that you E any 

t to make uſe of it at all. * 
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Sir Fran. How d'ye mean ? 

Man. That Sir John Worthland has lodged a. 
petition againſt you. 

Sir. Fran. Petition! why aye! there let it lie— 
we'll find a way to deal with that, I warrant you! 
Why, you forget, couſin, Sir John's o' the wrung | 
ſide, mon 

Man. I doubt, Sir Francis, that will do you but 
little ſervice; for in caſes very notorious, which I 
take-yours to be, there is ſuch a thing as a os 
day, and diſpatching them immediately. 7 

Sir Fran. With all my heart! the ſooner 1 ſend 
him home again, the better. | 

Man. And this is the ſcheme you have laid down, 
to repair your fortune? 5 

Sir Fran. In one word, couſin, I think ie my 
duty! The Wrongheads have. been a conſiderable. 
family ever ſince England was England: and fince, 
the world knows I have talents wherewithal, they. 
ſha'n't ſay it's my fault, if I don't make as good a. 
figure as any chat ever were at the head on't. 

Mean. Nay, this project, as you have laid it, will 
come up to any thing your anceſtors have done theſe 
five hundred years. 

Sir Fran. And let me alone to 5 it: mayhap. 
I havy'n't told you all, neither | 

Man. You aſtoniſh me! what! and is it full as 
praQticable as what you have told me? 

. Sir Fran, Ay, thof I ſay it—every what, cou- 
Gn, [You'll find that I have more irons i' the fire 
than, one. I doan't come of a fool's errand! 

Man. Very well. 
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Sir Fran. In a word, my wife has got a friend at 
court, as well as myſelf, and her dowghter Jenny i is 
naw pretty well grown up 

Man. [ Afide.) -And what, in the devil's 
name, would he do with the dowdy ? 

Sir Fran. Naw, if I doan't lay in for a huſband 
for her, mayhap, i“ this tawn, the may be looking 
out for herſelf | 

Man. Not unlikely. | [3 . 
Sir Fran. Therefore I have ſome 0 of get- 
ting her to be maid of honour. 

Man. [Afd:.]——Oh ! he has taken my breath 
away; but I muſt hear him out. Pray, Sir Fran- 
eis, do you think her education has yet qualifled her 
for a court ? 

Sir Fran. Why the girl is a little too mettleſome, 
it's true; but ſhe has tongue enough: ſhe woan't be 
daſh't! Then ſhe ſhall learn to daunce forthwith, 
and that will ſoon teach her how to ſtond ftill you 
know. 

Man. Very well; but when ſhe is thus accom- 
pliſh'd, you muft ſtill wait for a vacancy. 

Hir Fran, Why, I hope one has a * clic 
for that every day, couſin; for if T take it right, 
that's a poſt, that folks are not more willing to get 
into, than they are to get out of—It's like an orange- 
tree upon that accawnt——it will bear blofſoms 
and fruit that's ready to drop, at the ſame time. 

Man. Well, fir, you beft know how to make 
good your pretenſions! But, pray, where is my 
lady, and my young coufin? I Mould 1 gal de to fee 
them too. 
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Sie 5 Ske is but juſt taking a dlſh of tea with 


the Count, and my landlady I' I tall her down, 

Man. No, no, if ſhe's engaged, 1 ſhall call 
agar. 

Sir Fran. Odsheart! but you mun ſee her naw, 
cquſin; what! the beſt friend I have in che world! 
ere, ſweetheart | LZe a ſervant without. ] pr'y- 
thee, defire my lady and the gentleman to come 
dawn a bit; tell her here's couſin Manly come to 
wait upon her. 

© Mas. Pray, fir, who may the TI be ? 

Fir Fran] You mus know kim to de ſure; why 
tg Count Baſſet. put: 

Man. Oh! is it he !—Your family will be inf 
nitely happy in his acquaintance. © 

Sir Fran. Troth | I think ſo too: he's the cirileſt 
man that ever I knew in my life Why! here 
he would go out of his own lodgings, at an hour's 
warning, purely to oblige my family. Wasn that 
kind, naw? | 

Man. Extremely civit—the family is 1 in admira- 
ble hands already. _— 

Sir Fran. Then my lady likes him hugely—all 
the time of York races, ſhe would never be without 
him. 

Man. That was happy, indeed | and a prudent 
man, yau know, ſhould always take care N his 
wife may have innocent company. 


Str Fran. Why, aye! that'sit! and I think there 


could not be ſuch another! 


Man. Why, truly for her purpoſe, 1 chink not. 
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Sir Fran. Only naw and tan, he—he ftonds a 
leetle too much upon ceremony; that's his fault. 
Man. Oh, never fear ! he'll mend that everyday 
A Mercy on us! what a head he has! [Afide. 
Sir Fran. So, here they come. | 


Enter Lady WRrONGHEAD, Count BasseT, and 
Mrs. MoTHutRrLY. 


Lady Wrong. Coufin Manly, this is infinitely 
obliging ; I am extremely glad to ſee you. 

Man. Your moſt obedient ſervant, madam; I 
am glad to ſee your ladyſhip look ſo well, after 
your journey. 

Lady Wrong. Why really, coming to London 
is apt to put a little more life in one's looks. 

Man. Yet the way of living, here, is very apt to 
deaden the complezion——and, give me leave to 
tell you, as a friend, madam, you are come to the 
worft place i in the world, for a good, woman to grow 
better in. 

Tady Mrong. Lord, couſin ! how ſhould people 
ever make any figurein life, that are always moaped 
up in the country. 

Count Baſ. Your lady ſhip certainly takes the thing 
in quite a right light, madam. Mr. Manly, your 
bumble ſervant——a hem. 

Man. Familiar puppy. [Afide.] Sir, your moſt 
obedient I muſt be civil to the raſcal, to co- 

yer my ſuſpicion of him, [Afide. 

Count Baſ. Was you at White's this morning, fir? 

Man. Yes, fir, I juſt called in. 


I'D & »& a 
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Count Baſ. Pray——what——was there any thing 
done there? 

Man. Much as uſual, fir; the ſame daily carcaſes, 
and the ſame crows about them. 

_ Count Baſ. The Demoivre-Baronet had a bloody 
tumble yeſterday. 

Man. I hope, ſir, you had your ſhare of bi. 

Count Baſ. No, faith; I came in when it was all 
over I think I juſt made a couple of bets with 
him, took up a cool hundred, and ſo went to the 
King's Arms. 

Lady Wrong. What a genteel eaſy manner he has. 

CA. 
Man. A very hopeful acquaintance I have made 


[Afide. 


Enter "Squire Rienaxb, with a wet brown paper on 
his face. 

Sir Fran. How naw, Dick ; what's the matter. 
with thy forehead, lad? | | 

_ *$qu. Rich. I ha” gotten a knock upon't. 

Lady Wyrong.. And how did you come by it, m_ 
heedleſs creature? 

Sgu. Rich. Why, I was but running after ſiſter, 
and. t' other young woman, into a little room Juſt 
naw: and ſo with that they ſlapp'd the door full in 
my face, and gave me ſuch a whurr here I thought 
they had beaten my brains out; ſo I got a dab of 
whet brown paper here, to ſwage it a while. 

Lady Wrong. They ſerved you right enough; will 
Fou. never have done with your horſe-play ? 


C 3 
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wiſe a man as thy father. 
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Sir Fran. Pooh, never heed it, lad; it will be 
well by to-morrow———the boy has a ſtrong head. 
Man. Tes truly, his ſcull ſeems to mern a com- 
fortable thickneſs. © 122 
Sir Fran. Come, Dick, here's n Manh— 
fr, this is your god-ſon. 

Vu. Rich. Honoured godiijiher; T crave Teave 


to aſk your bleſſing. 
Man. Thou haſt it, child and if it will do 


thee any good, may it be to make thee, at e as 


- 


Enter Miſs ]zxxv. 


2 Lab Wrong. Oh, here's my daughter too. Mis 
Jenny ! don't you hos your couſin, child? 


Mon. And as for thee, my pretty dear [Sa- 
lutes her.] may'ft thou be, at leaſt, as good a wo- 


man as thy mother. 


Jenny. I wiſh 1 may ever r be ſo r fe. 

Man. Hah, Miſs Pert! Now that's a thought 
that ſeems to hare been hatcht i in the girl on this 
fide Highgate. [4/de, 
Sir Fran. Her tongue 1s a little nimble, _ ay 

Lady Wrong. That's only from her country edu- 


: cation, Sir Francis. Tou know ſhe has been ke) 


zoe long there ſo I brought her to London, fr, 
to learn a little more reſerve and modeſty. a 
Man. Oh, the beſt place in the world for i —— 
every woman ſhe meets will teach her ſomething of 
i. There's the good gentlewoman of the houſe 
looks like a knowing perſon ; even ſhe perhaps 


C * 
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will be ſo good as to ſhew * — 


haviour. 
«+ Math. Alas, fir, Maſs won't fandiadg im weed 
of my inſtruction. 

Man. That I dare ſay: What thou an- N wack 
her ſhe will ſoon be miſtreſs of. [Afides. 

Moth. If he hong — * fall always by. at 
ker ſervice. — 

Lady Wrong: Very obligng n Mrs. No 
theekpaut rote! 

« Sir Fran, very kind al civil e- chink 
we are got into a mighty good hawſe here. ; 

Man. Oh, yes, and very friendly company. 

| Count Baſ. Humph ! T'gad I don't like bis looka 
n ſmoky 1 believe I had as 
good bruſh off If 1 ftay, I don't - Know but he 
may aſk me ſome odd queſtions 
- Man. Well, a. I believe you and Ido but hin 

| Count Baſ. It“ very true, "RK. was juſt thinking 
4 don't care to leave me, I ſee; but 
ian matter, - we have time enough. [Afide.] And 
fo ladies, without ceremony, your humble fervans 
Exit Count Ballet, and drops a letter. 

.. Lady Wineng. Ha ! what paper's this? Some bil- 
let-doux, Tl lay m life, but this is n place to ex. 
amine it. [Puts it in n 
Gir Fran. Why in ſuch haſte, couſin? 

Man. Oh, my lady muſt have a great r af. 
fairs upon her hands, after ſuch a journey. .. 
Lady Wrong. IL believe, fir, I ſnall not have wuch 
leſs every day, while I ſtay in this town, of one ſort 
or other. 
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Man. Why, truly, ladies ſeldom want * 
ment here, madam. 

- Joy. And mimma tid nor come u it 0 b. 
ale, fir. 

Man. Nor you 1 1 dk w_ my 2 
miſtreſs. 

© Fenny.. I hope not, 8 

Man. Ha, Miſs Mettle dere are you o- 
ing, fir? 

Sir Fran. Only to ſee you to the door, fir. 

Man. Oh, Sir Francis, I love to come mg 
. ceremony. 

Sir Fran. Nay, fir, I muſt do as you will have 
— humble ſervant. [Exit Manly. 

Fenny. This couſin Manly, papa, ſeems to be but 
of an odd ſort of a cruſty humour—T don't like him 
half ſo well as the count. | 


Sir Fran. Pooh ! that's another thing, aa | 


Couſin is a little proud indeed; but however you 
muſt always be civil to him, ts he has a deal of 
money; and nobody knows who he may give it to. 
"Lady Wrong. Pſha! a fig for his money; you 
have ſo many projects of late about money, fince 
you are a parliament man. What, we muſt make 
ourſelves ſlaves to his impertinent humours, eight 
or ten years perhaps, in hopes to be his heirs, and 
then he will be juſt old enough to marry his maid. - 

Moth. Nay, for that matter, madam, the town 
ſays he is going to be married already. 

Sir Fran. Who! coufin Manly? 
Lady Wrong. To whom, pray? 
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Moth. Why, is it poſſible your ladyſhip ſhould 
know nothing of it !———to my Lord Towaly's 
ſiſter, Lady Grace, 

Lady Wrong. Lady Grace! 

Meth. . it has been in n 
3 Wrong. Idow't like hag neither - 

Sir Fran. Na w, * for then it's likely it mayn's 
be true. 4s 

Lady Wrong. Cs. ni is not too far gone: 
at leaſt it may be worth one's while to throw a * 
in, his way. 


Sgu. Rich. Pray, fexther, haw lung will it be ti to 
ſupper ? 
Sir Fran. Odſo! that's true; ſtep to the 8 
lad, and aſk what ſhe can get us. | 
. * Moth. If you pleaſe, fir, I'll order one of my 
* maids to ſhew her where ſhe may have any thing 
« you have a mind to. 
Sir Fran, Thank you kindly, Mrs. Motherly 
gu. Rich. Ods-fleſh! what is not it ji“ the 
« hawſe yet ſhall be famiſh'd——but hawld ! 
2 go and aſk Doll, an ther's none o? the yu 
* poy left. 
« Sir Fran. Do ſo, and do'ſt Ws. Dick——foe 
© if there's e er a bottle o the ſtrong beer that came 
*  th' coach with u if there be, clap a toaſt in 
«* it, and bring it up. 
* *$qu. Rich. With a liule nutmeg and for 
„ ſhawn'a I, feyther. 
&* Sir Fran. Ay, ay, as thee and I always drink i 
* for breakfaſt—Go thy ways —and III fill a pipe 
i' th' mean while. 


«32 
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e from a pocket-caſe, and fill it. Exit 
Nl. b guire Richard. 14 
8 Lach Wrong. This boy is An. thinking of 
&« his belly. 
Sir Fran. Why, tle l 
*to be a little hungry after his journey. 
„Lady Wrong. Nay, een breed him your own 
s way—He has been cramming in or out of the 
« coach all this day, I am ſure—I wiſh WY poor 
girl could eat a quarter as much. 
* Jenny. Oh, as for that I could eat a great deal 
more, mamma; but then, may hap, I ſhould grow 
© coarſe, like him, and ſpoil my hape. 
« Lady Wrong. Ay, ſo thou wouldſt, my dear. 


Enter Sguire Rich, with a full tankard. 
g. Rich. Here, feyther, I ha' browght it— 
*#'s well I went as I did: for our Doll had juft 
4 baked a toaſt, and was going to drink it herſelf.” 
Frs. Why * u Dick! 

: ' . Drinks, 
£ he, Rich. Thonk you, ſegther. a 
Lady Wrong. Lord, Sir Francis, I wonder you 
* can encourage the boy to ſwill ſo much of that 
6% — — 0 _—_— to make him quite 


* ftupid, 
„ gu. Nirh 932 me, mother; 
and I fleep like a hawnd after it. [ Drinks. 


Sir Frau. I am fure I ha! drunk it theſe thirty 
years, and by your leave, n I don't know 
8 ha! wit r «01% 7 
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unh. But you might have” had-a great deal 

© more, papa, if you would Rave bees "governed by 

© my mother. 

Sir Fran. Daughter, 'he that 4s | governed by 

© his wife has no wit at all. 

* « Zenny. Then I hope I fhall marry» fool, fr; 

for I love to govern dearly. 

„Hir Fran. You are vob port, child; it don' a 
« well in a young woman. 
ach Wrong. Pray, Sir Francis, don ſnub 
66 her; ſhe has a fine growing ſpirit, and if you 
10 check her ſo, you will make her as dull as her 
* brother there. 

* *Squ. Rich. [ After a long draught.) Indeed, * 
ther, I think my ſiſter is too forward. 
Fenny. You! you think I'm too forward! 
« ſure, brother mud! your head'stoo heavy to think 
« of any thing but your belly. | 

« Lady Wrong. Well faid, miſs, he's none of 

your maſter, though he is your elder" brother. 
u. Rich. No, nor fhe ſhawne be my alt 
« trefs, while ſhe's younger ſiſter. Ia rar? 

Fir Fran. Well ſaid, Dick! ſhew em that 
Ni Pw liquor makes a ftawt heart, lad! 
gu. Rich. So I will! and III drink ageen, 


* forall ber. Kat Mi 2481.5. f kale 


Fater Jou ed 
Sir Fran. 80 John, how are the horſes? 


++ Moody. Troth, fir, I ha, dea good opinion 
o' this tawn, it's made up o miſchief, I think. - 1 
Sir Fran. What's the matter naw? 
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FJ. Moody. Why, I'll tell your worſhip—before 
we were gotten: to th' ſtreet end, with the coach, 
here, a great loggerheaded cart, with wheels as 
thick as a brick wall, laid hawld on't, and has 
Poo'd it aw to bits; crack, went the perch! down 
goes the coach! and whang ſays the glaſſes, all to 
ſhievers! Marcy upon us! and this be London! 
would we were aw weel in the country ageen! 

Jenny. What have you to do, to wiſh us all in 
the country again, Mr. Lubber? I hope we ſhall 
not go into the country again theſe ſeven years, 
mamma; let twenty coaches be pulled to pieces. 

Sir Fran. Hold your tongue, Jenny Was Ro- 
ger in no fault in all this? a 

J. Moody. Noa, fir, nor I, noather. n not 
yow aſham'd, ſays Roger, to the carter, to do ſuch 
an unkind thing by ſtrangers? Noa, ſays he, you 
bumkin. Sir, he did the thing on very purpoſe! 
and ſo the folks ſaid that ſtood by—Very well, ſays 
Roger, yow ſhall ſee what our meyſter will ſay to 
ye] Your meyſter, ſays he; your meyſter may kiſs 
my——and ſo he clapped his hand juſt there, and 
like your worſhip. Fleſh ! I thought they had bet- 
ter breeding in this town. 
Sir Fran. I'll teach this raſcal 2 I'll warrant 
him! Odſbud! if I take him in hand, I'll play the 
devil with him. 

Sgu. Rich. Ay, do feyther; have * before the 
parliament. 

Sir Fran. Odſbud! ond * I will—I wall ke 
him know who L am! Where does he live 


J. Moody. I believe in London, fir. 
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Sir Fran. What's the raſcabs name? 
J. Moody. I think I heard ſomebody call him 
Dick 
*Squ. Rich. What, my name! 
Sir Fran. Where did he go? 
J. Moody. Sir, he went home. 
Sir Fran. Where's that? f 
7. Moody. By my troth, fir, I doan't know! I 
heard him ſay he would croſs the ſame fireet again 
to-morrow; and if we had a mind to ſtand in his 
way, he would pooll us-over and over again. 


Sir Fran. Will he ſo? Odzooks! get me 2 con- 
ſtable. — 

Lady Wrong. Pooh | get you a good ſupper. 
Come, Sir Francis, don't put yourſelf in a heat for 
what cann't be help'd. Accidents will happen to 
people that travel abroad to ſee the world For my 
part, I think it's a mercy it was not e, 
fore we were all out on't. 

Sir Fran. Why, ay, that's true hats; my $a 

Lady Wrong. Therefore ſee to-morrow if we can 
buy one at ſecond-hand, for preſent uſe; ſo beſpeak 
a new one, and then all's ealy. _ 

J. Moody. Why, troth, fir, I doan't think this 
could have held you above a day longer. | \ 

Sir Fran. D'ye think ſo, John? 

J. Moody. Why you ha had it ever doe your 
worſhip. were high ſheriff. . 

Sir Fran. Why then go and ſee what Doll has 
got us for STD. come and get off my boots. 

[Exit Sir Fran. 
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Lady Wrong. Tn the mean time, miſs, do you 
Rep to Handy, and bid ber- get the lone Frech 


A | [Exit Lady Wrong, 
Jenny. Yes, IRE do and ſome for myſelf too. 
© [Exit Jenny. 


*Squ. Rich. Ods-fieth! and what mun I do all 
alone ? 
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M 4 Lord N 
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- Serve. My lord. 
x1 L T. Bid. e une Grace, 
Four ſervant, | 


Euter Lady GRACE. 


La G:: What, 4s the houſe up * * 
lady is not dreſt yet. 

Laer T. No matter — it's three o clock —ſhe * 
break my reſt, but ſhe ſhall not alter my hours. 

© "Lady G. Nay, you need not fear that now, for 
ſhe dines abroad. | 

Lord T. That, I ſuppoſe, is ally an excuſe for 
her not being ready yet. 
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Lach G. Noe, upon * e, we is engaged in 
tompany. ? 
Tord T. Where, pray? A 

Lach G. At my Lady Revel's; and you e 
they never dine till ſupper-time. Yo 

Lord T. No, truly——ſhe is one of thoſe order- 
ly ladies, who never let the fun ſhine upon any of 
their vices But 12 Nas. "ms, what er wee bs 
me in to-day ? * 

Lady G. Oh, in tip-top Tithe, Tous Miure you 
— ſhe won a good deal laſt night. 

Lind T. 1 know no difference ene vin- 
ning or ag, while he continues her courſe of 
life. © 


Lad G. However, ſhe is better in good humour 
than bad. 
Lord T. Much alike: when the is in good hu- 
mour, other peopte only are the better for it ; when 
in a very ill humour, then, indeed, 1 feldom fail to 
have my Mare of her. 

Lady G. Well, we won't talk of tht now 
Does any body dine here? Y 

Tord T. Manly promiſed 3 the way, ma- 
dam, what do you think of his laft converſation? 
1 Lach G. I am a little at a ſtand abou ; it. | 
Tord T. How ſo? — 

Lach G. WBI don't know how ON can ever 
have any thoughts of me, that could lay down ſuch 
ſevere rules upon wives in my hearing. 

Lord T. Did you think his rules unreaſonable? 

Lady G. I cann't fay I did! but he might ha ve 
had a Tiffle more complaifance before me, at lexft. 
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Lord T. Complaiſance is only a proof of good 
breeding ; but his plainneſs was a certain proof of 
his honeſty; nay, of his good opinion of you: for 
he would never have opened himſelf fo freely, but 
in confidence that your good ſenſe could not be diſ- 
oe att. 

Lady G. My good opinion of him, * has 
Momo been guided by yours: but I have received 
a letter this morning, that ſhews him a 00 Gifferenc 
man from what I thought him. 

Lord T. A letter! from whom? _ 

8 A G. That I dont knew; but there it i is. 
70 | bebe. a better, 

LndT. Pray, ler s ſee. [ Reads. J The incloſ- 
* ed, madam, fell accidentally into my hands; if it 
no way concerns you, you will only have the trou- 
ble of reading this, from your fincere frond, and 
humble ſervant, Unknown, &c.“ 5 

Lady G. And this was the ineloſet. 
[Gives another, 

Tord T. [| Reads.]. To Charles Manly, Eſq. 

© Your manner of living with me of late, convinc- 
es me that I now grow as painful to you as to my- 
* ſelf; but, however, though you can love me no 
* longer, Lhope you will not let me live worſe than 
I did, before J left an honeſt income for the vain 
: » hopes of being ever yours. MyxzTiLta Dur.“ 

P. 8. *Tis above four months ſince I received 
* a ſhilling from you. 
Lady G. What think you now? 
Terd T. Iam confidering—— 
Lach G. You ſee it's directed to him 


— 
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Tord T. That's true; but the poſtſcript ſeems to 

be a reproach that I think he is not . | 

ſerving. ' 

| Lad, G. But who could have concern enough to 

ſendit tome? 

Lord T. I have obſerved that theſe ſort of letters 
from unknown friends generally come from ſecret 
enemies. 

| Lady G. What would you have me doin it? 

E. 7. What I think you ought to do—fairly 
ew! it to him, and ſay I adviſed you to it. 

Lady G. Will not that have a very odd look 
from me? 

Lord T. Not at all, if you uſe my name in it; 
if he is innocent, his impatience to appear fo will 
diſcover his regard to you. If he is guilty, it will 
be the beſt way of preventing his addreſſes. | 

Lady G. But what pretence have I to put him 
out of countenance ? | 
Tord T. I cann't think there's apy fear of that. 

Lady G. Pray, what is it you do think then? 

Lord T. Why, certainly, that it's much more 
probable this letter may be all an artifice, than that 
he 1 is in the leaſt concerned 1 in — | 


willed een. 


Serv. Mr. Manly, my lord. 3 
Lord 7. Do you receive him, while T 10 a mi- 
nute in to my lady. * [Exit Lord Townly. 


Man. Madam, your moſt obedient; they told 
me my lord was here. 
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_ Lady.G. He will be ren he * 


juſt gone in to my fiſter, - 1 1 . 


Man. So, then my lady dines wich us. 


_ Lady G. No; ſhe is engaged. - 
an. I hope you are not of her party, * 

Lo G. Not till after dinner. 

Aan. And, pray, how, may the have diſpoſed of 
the reſt of the day? 

Lady G. Much as uſual; ſhe has viſits till about 
eight; after that, till court-time, ſhe is to be at 
quadrille, at Mrs, lde ; after the drawing: room, 
ſhe takes a ſhort ey with my Lady Moonlight. 
And from thence _— 80 — to * Lord No- 
ble's aſſemblx. 
ed And are you to do al this vic len we. ma- 

8 | 
Lady G. Only a few of the viſits; Tanda, in- 
deed, have drawn her to the play; but I doubt we 
have ſo much _ our TOO that it vill * be 
practicable. 

Man. But bow « can you. forhear fall the reſt of 
it ? 

Lady G. There's no great merit in forbening 
what one is not charmed with. _ 

Man. And yet I have found that very difficult in 
my time. 

Lady G. How wg vou mean A * 

an, Why, Lhaye paſſed a great Jeal 3 life 

1851 hurry ef the ladies, though I was generally 
better pleaſed when T was at quiet without them. 

Lady G. What inducei/youw-then to be with them? 
A, Ideen and the faſhiov- 6 


* — 8 Ang 
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Lach G. No miſtreſſes iu the caſe? 

Man. To ſpeak honeſtiy— yes Being often. 
in the toy-ſhop, there was no n the bau- 
bles. 

Lady G. And of nai 1 ſuppoſe; ' + 
you were tempted to pay for them twice as muck as 
they were worth. 

« Man. Why, really, where fancy. — 5 . 


7⁴ 


' * the choice, madam, no wonder if we are gene- 


rally bubbledin thoſe ſort af bargains; which, I 
« confeſs, has been often my caſe : for I had con- 
« ftantly ſome coquette or other upon my hands, 
« whom I could love, perhaps, juſt. enough to — 
it in her power to plague me. 
Lach G. And that's a power, I danbs, com: 
« monly made uſe of. 

« Man. The amours of moms madam, ſel 
dom have any other view; I look upon them and 
« prudes to be nuiſances juſt alike, though they ſeem 
« very different: the firſt are always plaguing the 
7 and the n are always abuſing the 

„women. 

Lady G. And yet b them.do it for the 
„ ſame vain. ends; to eſlabliſh a falſe character of 
* being virtuous. 


„Man. Of being chaſte, they mean; e 
„ know. no other virtue; and, upon the credit of 


that, they traffic in every thing elſe thay's vicious. 


* They: (even againſt. nature) keep, their, chaſtity, 


only becauſe they find they have more power to 
do miſchief with it, than they could | put 
in practice without it, 1 . 


4 


72 THE PROVOK'D HUSBAND. Aer Hl, 
* Lady G. Hold, Mr. Manly: I am afraid this 
& ſevere Nos of the ſex is owing to the ill choice 

« you have made of your miſtreſſes. 

« Man. In a great meaſure it may be ſo; but, 
madam, if both theſe characters are ſo odious, 
* how vaſtly valuable is that woman, who has at- 
« tained all they aim at, without the aid of ns folly 
* gx vice of either! 

Lach G. I believe thoſe ſort of women to be as 
* ſcarce, fir, as the men that believe there are any 
_ *fuch; or that, allowing ey, Rive virtue enough 
pl deſerve them. 20 

* un. That could deſerve them, then=_had 
* been a more favourable refleftion,” 
Tach G. Nay, I ſpeak only from my little expe- 
rience; for (III be free with you, Mr. Manly) I 
don't know a man in the world that, in appearance, 
might better pretend to a woman of the firſt merit 
than yourſelf; and yet T have à reaſon in my ihe, 
| * to think you have your failings. * 

Man. I have infinite, madam; but T am ſure the 
want of an implicit reſpect for you, is not among 
ay number—Pray, what is in your hand, madam ? 

» Lady G. Nay, fir, I have no title to it, for the 


Greftion is to you. Gives him a keter, 
\ 1 >: onde wy remember the hand. 
4 þ {Ore ' {Reads to himfel}. 


Lay G. 1 Fee pkrceive any change of guilt in 
| kim: and his ſurpriſe ſeems natural. [Aid 


Sie me leave to tell you one thing by the way, 
Mr. Manly; that I ſhould never have ſhewn you 
this, but that my brother enjoined me to it. 


rr 
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Man. I take that to proceed from my Lord's good 


inion of me, madam. 

Lady G. I hope, at leaſt, it will ftand as an ex- 
cuſe for my taking this liberty. 

Man. I never yet ſaw you do any thing, madam, 
that wanted an excuſe; and Thope you will not give 
me an inſtance to the contrary, by SY the fa- 
vour I am going to aſſc you. 

Lady G. I don't believe I ſhall refuſe any that 


| you think proper to aſk. 


Man. Only this, madam, to indulge me ſofar ab 
to let me know how this letter came into your 

Lady G. Incloſed to me in this, without a name. 

Man. If there be no ſecret in the —_— ma- 
dam.— 
Lach G. Why——there is an impertinent inſi- 
nuation in it: but as I know your good ſenſe will 
think it ſo too, I will venture to truſt you. br 
Man. You'll oblige me, madam? 09 + 

Le takes the other letter and reads. 

Lady G. [ Afide.) Now am I in the oddeſt fitua- 
tion; methinks our converſation grows terribly cri- 
tical. This muſt produce nan oO, lud! | 
would It were over. 

Man. Now, madam, I W to have ſome light 
into the poor project that is at che bottom . 
this, 

| Lady G. Lhave no notion ef whizenouls be pe- 
poſed by it. 

Man. A little patience, madam—— Firſt, as te 
the inſinuation you mention———— }. 
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Lady G. O!] what nga = ſay now ?. 


[Afde. 


Man. Though my intimacy with my lord may 
have allowed my viſits to have been very frequent 
here of late; yet, in ſuch a talking town as this, 
you muſt not wonder if a great many of thoſe viſits 
are placed to your account: and this taken for 
granted, I ſuppoſe, has been told to my Lady 
Wronghead, as a piece of news, ſince her arrival, 
not improbably with many more imaginary circum- 
ſtances. 

| Lady G. My Lady Wronghead! | 

Man. Ay, madam; for I am poſitive this is her 
hand. 
Lady E. What view could ſhe have in writing it? 
Man. To interrupt any treaty of marriage ſhe 
may have heard I am engaged in; becauſe, if I die 
without heirs, her family expects that ſome part of 
my eſtate may return to them again. But I hope 
ſhe is ſo far miſtaken, that if this letter has given 
you the leaſt uncafineſs——I ſhall think that the 
happieſt moment of my life. 

Lady G. That does not carry youratiak 4 — W 
ne, Mr. Manly! 

Man. Yes, madam, becauſe I am ſure I can con- 
vince you of my innocence. 

Lady G. I am ſure I have no right to enquire 
into it. 

Man. Suppoſe you may not, madam; yet you 
may very innocently have ſo much curioſity. 
Lady G. With what an artful gentleneſs he ſteals 
into my opinion! ¶Aſide.] Well, fir, I won't pre- 
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tend to have ſo little of che woman in me, as to want 
eurioſity— But pray, do you ſuppoſe, then, this 
— is a real, or a fictitious name? 

Man: Now recollect, madam, there is a young 
woman in the houſe where my Lady Wronghead 
lodges, that I heard ſomebody call Myrtilla: this 
letter may be written by her=—But how it came 
directed to me, I confeſs, is a myſtery, that, before 
Lever preſume to ſee your ladyſhip again, I think 
myſelf obliged in honour to find out. [ Going. 

Lady G. Mr. Manly——you are not going? 

Man. *Tis but to the next ftreet, madden; : I ſhall 
be back in ten minutes. 

Lady G. Nay, but dinner's juft evade ap. 

Man. Madam, I can neither eat nor reſt till 1 * 
an end of chis affair. 

Lady G. But this is ſo odd! why ſhould any _— 
euriofity of mine drive you away? 

Man. Since you won't ſuffer it to be yours, ma- 
dam; then it ſhall be only to ſatisfy my own curio- 
[1 —— [Exit Manly. 

Lady G. Well—and now, what am I to think 
of all this ? Or ſuppoſe an indifferent perſon had 


heard every word we have ſaid to one another, what 


would they have thought on't ? Would it have been 
very abſurd to conelnde, he is ſertoufly inclined to 
paſs the reſt of his life with me I hope not. 
for I am ſure the caſe is terribly clear on my fide : 
and why may not I, without vanity, ſuppoſe my 
unaccountable ſomewhat—has done as much exe- 
cution-upon him Why—becauſe he never told me 
ſo—nay, he has not ſo much as mentioned the word 
D 2 
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love, or ever ſaid one civil thing to my perſon— 
well—but he has ſaid a thouſand to my good opi- 
nion, and has certainly got it——had he ſpoke firſt 
to my perſon, he had paid a very ill compliment to 
my underſtanding—— I ſhould. have thought him 
impertinent, and never have troubled my head about 
him; but as he has managed the matter, at leaſt I 
am ſure of one thing, that let his thoughts be what 
they will, I ſhall never trouble my head * * 
other man as long as I live. 


Enter Mrs. Tausrr. 


Well, Mrs. Truſty, is my fſifter dreſſed yet? 

Truſty. Yes, madam; but my lord has been court- 
ing her ſo, I think, till they are both out of hu- 
mour. 

Lady G. How ſo? 

Truſiy. Why, it began, madam, with his lord- 
ſhip's defiring her ladyſhip to dine at home to- day 
upon which my lady ſaid ſhe could not be 
ready; upon that my lord ordered them to ſtay the 
dinner; and then my lady ordered the coach: then 

my lord took her ſhort, and ſaid he had ordered the 
coachman to ſet up: then my lady made him a 
great curtſey, and ſaid ſhe would wait till his lord- 
ſhip's horſes had dined, and was mighty pleaſant : 
but, for fear of the worſt, madam, ſhe whiſpered 
me to get her chair read. [xi Truſty. 

Lady G. Oh, here they come! and by their 
looks, ow a little unfit for company. 

[ Exit Lady Grace. 
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| Enter Lady TowsLyr, Lord TownLy following. . 


Lady 'T. Well, look you, my lord, I can bear 
it no longer; nothing ſtill but about my faults, my 
faults: an agreeable ſubject, truly! | 

Lord T. Why, madam, if you won't hear of 
them, how can I ever hope to ſee you mend them ? 
Lady T. Why, I don't intend to mend them 
Jcann't mend them you know I have tried to 
do it a hundred times—and—it hurts me fo——L 
cann't bear it. 

Tord T. And I, madam, — beve this daily 
licentious abuſe of your time and character. 

Lady T. Abuſe! aftonitſhing ! when the univerſe 
knows I am never better company than when I am 
doing what I have a mind to. But to ſee this world! 
that men can never get over that filly ſpirit of con- 


tradiction— Why, but laſt Thurſday, now, — there 


you wiſely amended one of my faults, as you call 
them ou inſiſted upon my not going to the maſ- 
querade, and pray, what was the conſequence? 
Was not 1 as croſs as the devil all the night after ? 
Was not I forced to get company at home? And 
was it not almoſt three o'clock in the morning be- 
fore I was able to come to myſelf again? And then 
the fault is not mended neither——for next time 
I ſhall only have twice the inclination to go: fo 
that all this mending, and mending, you ſee, is but 
darning an old ruffle, to make it werle than it was 
dame | 

Tord T. Well, the manner of women's living of of 
late is inſupportable: and one way or other: 
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Lady T. It's to be mended, I ſuppoſe: why, ſo 
it may: but then, my dear lord, you muſt give one 
time —and when things are at the worſt, you know, 
they may mend themſelves, ha, ha! 

Lord T. Madam, I am not in a humour now to 
tri fle. 

Lady 7. Why then, my lord, one word of fair 
argument —to talk with you in your own way, now 
—You complain of my late hours, and I of your 
early ones———ſo far we are even, you'll allow, but 
pray, which gives us the beſt figure in the eye of 
the polite world; my active, ſpirited three in the 
morning, or your dull, drowſy eleven at night? 
Now, I think, one has the air of a woman of qua- 
lity, and t'other of a plodding mechanic, that goes 
to bed betimes, that he r riſe early to open his 
1 thop——Faugh! 

Lord 7. Fie, fie, madam! is this your way of 
reaſoning? 'tis time to wake you, then Tis 
not your ill hours alone that diſturb me, but as of- 

ten the ill company that occaſion thoſe ill hours. 

_ Lady 7. Sure I don't underſtand you now, my 
lord; what ill company do I keep? 

Lord T. Why, at beſt, women that loſe their 
money, and men that win it; or, perhaps, men 
that are voluntary bubbles at one game, in hopes a 
lady will give them fair play at another. Then, 
that unavoidable mixture with known rakes, con- 
cealed thieves, and ſharpers in embroidery —— or, 
what, to me, is ſtill more ſhocking, that herd of 
familiar, chattering, crop-eared coxcambs, who are 
ſo.often like monkeys, there would be no knowing 
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them aſunder, but that their tails hang from their 
heads, and the monkey's grows where it ſhould do. 


Lady T. And a huſband muſt give eminent proof 
of his ſenſe, that thinks their powder - puffs dange- 
rous. | 
Lord T. Their being fools, madam, is not al- 
ways the huſband's ſecurity ; or, if it were, fortune 
ſometimes gives them advantages that * make a 
thinking woman tremble. 

Lady T. What do you mean? 

Lord T. That women ſometimes loſe more than 
they are able to pay: and if a creditor be a little 


preſſing, the lady may be reduced to try, if, inſtead 
of gold, the gentleman will accept of a trinket. 


Lady T. My lord, you grow ſcurrilous; you'll 


make me hate you. I'll have you to know, I keep 


company with the politeſt people in town, and the 


aſſemblies I frequent are full of ſuch. 


Lord T. So are the churches ——now and then. 

Lady T. My friends frequent them too, as well 
as the aſſemblies. 

Lord T. Yes, and would do it oftener, if a groom 


of the chambers were there os to furniſh cards 


to the company. 
Lady T. I ſee what you ative at all this while : 
you would lay an imputation on my fame, to cover 


your own avarice. I might take _ PR I 


find, that were not expenſive. 
Lord 7. Have a care, madam; don't let me think 
you only value your chaſtity to mths me reproach- 


able for not indulging you in every thing elſe that's 


vicious. I, madam, have a reputation, too, to 
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guard, that's dear to me as yours The follies of an 
ungoverned wife may make the wiſeſt man uneaſy, 
but tis his own fault, if ever they make him con- 
temptible. 

Lady T. My lord—you would make a woman 
mad! 

Lerd T. You'd make a man a foot. 

Lady T. If Heaven has made you otherwiſe, that 
won't be in my power. 

Lord T. Whatever may be in your inclination, 
madam, I'll prevent your making me a beggar, at 

Leaſt. 

Lady T. A beggar ! Crœſus! I'm out of pa- 
tience — I won't come home till four to-morrow 
-morning. 

Lord T. That may be, madam; but I'll order 
the doors to be locked at twelve. 

Lady T. Then I won't come home till to-morrow 


night, 
Lord T. Then, madam—you ſhall never come 
3 again. [Exit Lord Townly. 


Lady T. What does he mean? I never heard ſuch 
a word from him in my life before! The man al- 
ways uſed to have manners in his. worſt humours. 
There's ſomething, that I don't ſee, at the bottom 
of all this But his head's always upon ſome im- 
practicable ſcheme or other : ſo I won't trouble 
mine any longer about him. Mr. Manly, your 

ſervant. 


Enter MAnLY. 


Man. I ak pardon for intruſion, madam but I 
hope my buſineſs with my lord will excuſe it. 
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Lady T. I believe . find nee 

room, K ; 
Man. Will you give me leave, madam ? | 
Lady T. Sir—you have =P leave, mom you 


were a lady. 
Man. LH. 1 What a wel- bred age do we live 


in! | [Exit Manly. 


Enter Lab Gracr. 


Lads 7. Oh, my dear Lady Grace! how could 
you leave me ſo unmercifully alone all this while? 
Lady G. I thought my lord had been with you. 
Lady T. Why, yez—and therefore I wanted your 
relief; for he has been in ſuch a flutter een | 
Lady G. Bleſs me! for what? | 
Lady T. Only our uſual breakfaſt; we have each 
of us had our diftr of matrimonial comfort this 
morning We have been charming company. 
Lady G. I am mighty glad of it: ſure it muſt be 
x vaſt tappineſs, when a man and a wife can give 
themſelves the ſame turn af converſation! 
Lady T. Oh, the prettieſt thing in the world! 
Lady G. Now I ſhould be afraid, that where two 
people are every day together ſo, they muſt often be 
in want of ſomething to talk upon. 
Lady T. Oh, my dear, you are the moſt miſtaken 
in the world! married people have things to talk 
of, child, that never enter into the i imagination of 
others. Why, here's my lord and I, now, we 
have not been married above two ſhort years, yo 
know, and we have already eight or ten things con- 
ſtantly in bank, that, whenever we want company, 
D 3 
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we can take up any one of them for two hours to- 
gether, and the ſubject never the flatter; nay, if 
we have occafion for it, it will be as freſh next day, 
too, as it was the firſt hour it entertained us. 

Lady G. Certainly that muſt be vaſtly pretty. 

Lady 7. Oh, there's no life like it! Why, t'other 
Fas for example, when you dined abroad, my lord 
and I, after a pretty cheerful tete- d- tete meal, ſat us 
down by the fire-fide in an eaſy, indolent, pick- 
tooth way; for about a quarter of an hour, as if we 
had not thought of any other's being in the room 
—At laſt, ſtretching himſelf, and yawning—My 
dear—ſays he—aw—you came home very late laſt 
night—"T'was but juſt turned of two, ſays I—I was 
in b | ſays he 80 you 
ate every night, ſays I——Well, ſays he, I am 
amazed you can ſit up fo late How can you be 
amazed, ſays I, at a thing that happens ſo often ? 
pon which we entered into a converſation— 
and though this is a point has entertained us above 
fifty times already, we always find ſo many pretty 
new things to ſay upon it, that I believe in my ſoul 
it will lat as long as we live. 

Lach G. But pray, in ſuch ſort of r dia- 
logues, (though extremely well for paſſing the time) 
don't there, now and then, enter ſome little witty 
ſatt-of bitterneſs? 

Lady T. Oh, yes! kick does not do amiſs at 
als A ſmart repartee, with a zeſt of recriminati- 
on at the head of bit, makes the prettieſt ſherbet. 
Ay, ay, if we did not mix à little of the acid with 


it, a matrimonial ſociety would be ſo luſcious, that 


Y, 
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nothing but an old liquoriſh prude would be able 
to bear it. 

Lady G. Well —certainly you have the moſt ele- 

rant taſte 

Lady T. Though, to tell you the truth, my dear, 
I rather think we ſqueezed a little too much lemon 
into it, this bout ! for it grew ſo ſour at laſt, that 
I think——1 almoſt told him he was a fool 
and he, again——talked ſomething oddly of 
—turning me out of doors. 
| Lady G. Oh, have a care of that! 

Lady T. Nay, if he ſhould, I may thank my 
own wile father for tha. 

Lach G. How ſo? 

_ Lady T. Why—when my good lord firſt opened 
his honourable trenches before me, my unaccounta- 
ble papa, in whoſe hands I then was, gave me up 
at. diſcretion. 

Lady G. How do you mean? 

Lady T. He ſaid, the wives of this age were 
come to that paſs, that he would not defire even his. 
own daughter ſhould be truſted with pin-money ; 
ſo that my whole train of ſeparate inclinations are 
left entirely at the mercy of a huſband's odd hu- 


mours. 


Lady G. Why, chat, indeed, is enough to * 


a a woman of ſpirit look about her. 


Lady T. Nay, but to be ſerious, my —2 what 
would you really have a woman do, in my caſe? 

Lady G. Why—if I had a ſober huſband, as you 
have, I would make myſelf the happieſt wife in the 
world, by being as ſober as he. 
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Lady T. Oh, you wicked thing! how can you 
teaſe one at this rate, when you know he is ſo very 
ſober, that (except giving me money} there is not 
one thing in the world he can do to pleaſe me. And 
I, at the ſame time, partly by nature, and partly, 
perhaps, by keeping the beſt company, do, with 
my ſoul, love almoſt every thing he hates. I dote 
upon aſſemblies; my heart bounds at a ball; and 
at an opera—lI expire. Then I love play to diſ- 
traction; cards enchant me—and dice—put me out 
of my little wits—Dear, dear hazard !—Oh, what 
a flow of ſpirits it gives one — Do you never play 
at hazard, child? 

Lady G. Oh, never! I don't think it fits well 
upon women; there's ſomething ſo maſculine, ſo 
much the air of a rake in it. You ſee how it makes 
the men ſwear and curſe; and when a woman is 
thrown into the ſame paſſion hy 

Lady T. That's very true; one is a little put to it, 
ſometimes, not to make uſe of the ſame words to 
expreſs it. | | 

Lady G. Well—and, upon ill luck, pray what 
words are you really forced to make uſe of? 

Lady T. Why, upon a very hard caſe, indeed, 
when a ſad wrong word is riſing, juſt to one's 
tongue's end, I give a great gulp—and ſwallow it, 

Lady G. Well—and is not that enough to make 
you forſwear play as long as you live? 

Lady T. Oh, yes: I have forſworn it. 

Lady G. Seriouſly? 

Lady T. Solemnly! a thouſand times; but then 

one is conſtantly forſworn. 
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Lady G.. And how can you anſwer that ? 

Lach T. My dear, what we ſay, when we are 
loſers, we look upon to be no more binding than a 
lover's oath, or a great man's promiſe.” But I beg 
pardon, child; I ſhould not lead you fo far into the 
world; you are a prude, and defign to live-ſoberly, 

Lady G. Why, I confeſs, my nature and my 
education do, in a 6010 ri incline me that 
way. 

Lady T. Well, = a woman of foixit (for you 
don't want that, child) can dream of living ſoberly, 
is to me inconceivable; for you will marry, I ſup- 

ſe. 

PP. G. I cann't tell but I may. 

Lady T. And won't you live in town ? 

Lady G. Half the year, I ſhould like it very 
well. 

Lady 7. My ſtars ! * you would really live in 
London half the year to be ſober in * 

Lady G. Why not? 

Lady T. Why cann't you as — * be * 
in the country? 

Lady G. So 1 ae half year. 

Lady 7. And pray, what comfortable ſcheme of 
life would you form, now, for your ſummer and 
winter ſober entertainments? _ 

Lady G. A ſcheme that I think might very well 
content us. 

Lady T. Oh, of all things, let's hear it. 

Lady G. Why, in ſummer, -I could paſs my lei- 
ſure hours in riding, in reading, walking by a ca- 
nal, or fitting at the end of it under a great tree ; in 
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dreſſing, dining, chatting with an agreeable friend; 
perhaps, hearing a little mufic, taking a diſh of tea, 
ora game of cards, ſoberly; managing my family, 
looking into'its accounts, playing with my children, 
if I had any, or in a thouſand other innocent amuſe. 
ments ſoberly; and poffibly, by theſe means, I 
might induce my - huſband to be as ſober as my- 
. 

Lady T. Well, my dear, thi art an aſtoniſhing 


creature! For fure ſuch primitive antediluvian no- 


tions of life have not been in any head theſe thou- 
fand years Under a great tree! Oh, my ſoul !— 
But I beg we may have the ſober town-leheme too 
for I am charmed with the country one !— 

Lady G. You ſhall, and II try to _ to my 
ſobriety there too. 

Lady T. Well, though I'm ſure it will give me 
the vapours, I muft hear it however. 

Lady G. Why then, for fear of your Faintin g, 
madam, I will firſt ſo far come into the faſhion, 
that I would never be dreffed out of it——but ftill 
it ſhould be ſoberly : for I cann't think it any diſ- 
grace to 'a woman of my private fortune, not to 
wear her lace as fine as the wedding-ſuit of a firſt 
dutcheſs. Though there is one extravagance I would 
venture to come up to. 

Lady T. Aye, now for i. 

Lady G. 1 would every day be as clean as a 
bride. 

Lady T. Why, the men ſay, that's a great ſtep 
to be made one—Well now you are W 

let's fee to what purpoſe ? 
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Lady G. I would viſit—that is, my real friends; 
but as little for form as poſſible.——I would go to 
court; ſometimes to an aſſembly, nay, play at 
quadrille—ſoberly : I would ſee all the good plays; 
and, becauſe tis the faſhion, now and then an ope- 
ra—but I would not expire there, for fear I ſhould 
never go again: and, laſtly, I cann't ſay, but for 
curioſity, if I liked my company, I might be drawn 
in once to a maſquerade; and this, I think, is as 
far as any woman can go———ſoberly, 

Lady T. Well, if it had not been for that laſt 
piece of ſobriety, I was juſt going to call for ſome. 
ſurfeit-water. | 

Lady G. Why, don't youthiob, * the farther 
aid of breakfaſting, dining, and taking the air, 
ſupping, ſleeping, not to ſay a word of devotion, 
the four and twenty hours might roll over in a tole- 
rable manner? ko. | 

Lady T. Tolerable! Deplorable! Why, child, 
all you purpoſe is but to endure life now I want to 
enjoy it 


E Mrs. Tav srr. 


Truſt. Madam, your lady ſhip's chair is ready. 
| Lady T. Have the footmen their white flam- 
beaux yet ? For laſt night I was poiſoned. 

Truſt. Yes, ws there were ſome come in 
this morning.” [Exit Truſty, 

Lady T. My dear, you will excuſe me; but you 
know my time is ſo precious _ 

Lady G. That J beg I may not ö 


enjoy ment of it, 
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| Lady 7. You will call on me at lady Revel's? 
Lady G. Certainly. 


Lady T. But I am ſo afraid it will break into 
your ſcheme, my dear. 

Lady G. When it dees, I will ſoberly break 
from bows #7 79: 

© Lady 7. Why then, till we meet again, dear 
__ I wiſh you all tolerable happineſs. 

[Exit Lady T. 

Lady G. There ſhe goes—Dafh ! into her ſtream 
of pleafures! Poor woman, fhe is really a fine 
creature; and ſometimes infinitely agreeable ; nay, 
take her out of the madneſs of this town, rational 
in her notions, and eaſy to live with: but ſhe is ſo 
borne down by this torrent of vanity in vogue, ſhe 
thinks every hour of her life is loſt that ſhe does not 
lead at the head of it. What it will end in, I 
tremble to imagine !—Ha, my brother, and Manly 
with him ! I gueſs what they have been talking of 


won't become me to be inquiſitive. - 
WE Lady Clin: 


Enter Lord TownLy and Manuy. 


Fes” T. I did not think my Lady Wronghead 
had ſuch a notable brain: though I cann't ſay ſhe 
was ſo very wiſe, in truſting this * girl, you call 
Myrtilla, with the ſecret. 


Man. No, my lord, you miſtake me . had the 


girl been in the ſecret, perhaps I had never come at 
it myſelf. 


I ſhall hear it in my turn, I ſuppoſe, ona it 
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Lord T. Why, I thought you ſaid the girl writ 
this letter to you, and that my Lady Wronghead 
ſent it incloſed to my ſiſter ? 

Man. If you pleaſe to give me leave, . my lord— 
the fact is thus This incloſed letter to Lady Grace 
was areal original one, written by this girl, to the - 
count we have been talking of: the count drops it, 
and my Lady Wronghead finds it: then only 
changing the cover, ſhe ſeals it up as a letter of bu- 
fineſs, juſt written by herſelf, to me: and pretend- 
ing to be in a hurry, gets this innocent girl to write 
the direction for her. : 

Lord T. Oh, then the girl did not i ſhe was 
ſuperſcribing a billet-doux of her own to you? - 

Man. No, my lord; for when I firft queſtioned 
her about the direction, ſhe owned it immediately: 
but when I ſhewed her that her letter to the count 
was within it, and told her how it came into my 

hands, the poor creature was amazed, and thought 
herſelf betrayed both by the count and my lady— 
in ſhort, upon this diſcovery, the girl and I grew 
ſo gracious, that ſhe has let me into ſome tranſacti- 
ons, in my Lady Wronghead's family, which, with 
my having a careful eye over them, may prevent 
the ruin of it. 

Lord T. You are very generous, to be folichous 
for a lady that has given you ſo much uneaſineſs. 

Man, But I will be moft unmercifully revenged 
of her: for I will do her the greateſt friendſhip in 


the world —— againſt her will. 


Lord T. What an uncommon philoſophy art 
hau maſter of, to make even thy malicea virtue 
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Man. Yet, my lord, I aſſure you, there is no 
one action of my life gives me more 1 than 
your approbation of it. 
- Lord T. Dear Charles! my heart's 1 dasetkest *ill 
thou art nearer to me: and, as a proof that I have 
long wiſhed thee ſo, while your daily conduct has 
choſen rather to deſerve than aſk my ſiſter's favour, 
TJ have been as ſecretly induſtrious to make her ſen. 
ible of your merit: and fince on this-occafion you 
have opened your whole heart to me, tis now with 
equal pleaſure I aſſure you we have both ſucceeded 
— ſhe is as firmly your 
Man. Impoſſible! you flatter me! 

Lord T. T'm glad you think it flattery : but ſhe 
'herſelf ſhall prove it none: ſhe-dines with us alone: 
when the ſervants are withdrawn, I'll open a con- 
verſation, that ſhall excuſe my leaving you together 
— Oh, Charles! had I, like thee, been cautious in 
my choice, what — hours had this heart 
avoided. 

Man. eee I beg, my lord 
Tord T. But twill, at leaſt, be ſome relief to my 
anxiety, however barren of content the ſtate has 
been to me, to ſee ſo near a friend and fiſter happy 
in it. Your harmony of life will be an inftance 
:how much the choice e de OA to 
beauty: | 

While your ſoft . in mutual eee 

Zuu ll reach by virtue what I leſt by love. [Exeunt. 
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an ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Mrs. MoTuzzLY's Houſe. Enter Mrs. MoTHERLY, 
meeting MYRTILLA» 


M. otherly. 


So, niece! where is it poſſible you can have been 
theſe fix hours ? 

Myr. Oh, madam, I have ſuch a terrible tor 
to tell you. 

Moth. A ſtory Ods my life! What have you 
done with the count's note of five hundred pounds, 
I ſent you about? Is it ſafe? Is it good? on it ſe- 


curity ? 

Myr. Yes, yes, it is ſafe: but for its 3 
Mercy on us! I have been in a fair way to be hang- 
ed about it. 

Moth. The dickens! has the rogue of a count 
played us another trick then? ö 

Myr. You ſhall hear, madam; when I came to 
my Mr. Caſh, the banker's, and ſhewed him his note 
has for five hundred pounds, payable to the count, or 
py order, in two months —he looked earneſtly upon it, 
ace Wl and deſired me to ſtep into the inner room, while he 

to examined his books—aſfſter I had ftayed about ten 
minutes, he came in to me—claps to the door, and 
charges me with a conſtable for forgery. 

nt. Moth. Ah, poor ſoul! and how 6 thou get 

off? 

Myr. While I was ready to fink in this conditi- 
on, I begged him to have a little patience, till I 
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could ſend for Mr. Manly, whom he knew to be 2 
gentleman of worth and honour, and who, I way 
ſure, would convince him, whatever fraud might be 
in the nate, that I was myſelf an innocent abuſed 
woman———and, as good luck would have it, in 
lefs than half an hour, Mr. Manly came—— fo, 
without mincing the matter, I fairly told him upon 
what deſign the count had lodged that note in your 
hands, and, in ſhort, laid open the whole ſcheme 
be had drawn us into to make our fortune. 

Moth. The devil you did! 

. . Myr. Why, how do you think it was poſſible I 
could any otherwiſe make Mr. Manly my friend, to 
help me out of the ſcrape I was in? To conclude, 
he ſoon made Mr. Caſh eaſy, and ſent away the 
conſtable ; nay, farther, he promiſed me, if I would 
truſt the note in his hands, he would take care it 
ſhould be fully paid before it was due, and at the 
ſame time would give me an ample revenge upon 
the count; ſo that all you have to conſider now, 
madam, is, whether you think yourſelf ſafer i in the 
count's hands, or Mr. Manly's. 

- Moth. Nay, nay, child; there is no choice in 
the matter! Mr. Manly may be a friend indeed, 
if any thing in our power can make him ſo. 

Myr. Well, madam, and now, pray, how ſtand 
matters at home here? What has the count done 
with the ladies? 5 
- Moth. Why, every thing he has a mind to do, 
by this time, I ſuppoſe. He is in as high favour 
with miſs, as he is with my lady. 

. Myr. Pray, where are the ladies? 
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Moth. Rattling abroad in their own coach, and 
the well-bred count along with them : they have 
been ſcouring all the ſhops in town over, buying 
fine things and new clothes from morning to night : 
they have made one voyage already, and have 
brought home ſuch a cargo of bawbles and trum- 
pery—Mercy on the poor man that's to pay "we 
them ! 

Myr. Did not the young ſquire go with them? 

Moth. No, no; miſs ſaid, truly he would but 
diſgrace their party : ſo they even left him aſleep 
by the kitchen fire. 

Myr." Has not he aſk'd after me all this while? 
For I had a ſort of an affignation with him. 

Moth. Oh, yes, he has been in a bitter taking 
about it. At laſt his diſappointment grew ſo un- 
eaſy, that he fairly fell a crying; ſo to quiet him, I 
ſent one of the maids and John Moody abroad with 
him to ſhew him—the lions, and the monument. 
Ods me ! there he is juſt come home again——You 
may have bufineſs with him—ſo I'll even turn you 
together. [ Exit. 


Enter Sguire RiCHARD. 
*Squ. Rich. Soah, ſoah, Mrs. Myrtilla, where 
han yaw been aw this day, forſooth? 
Myr. Nay, if you go to that, ſquire, where have 
you been, pray? 
Sgu. Rich. Why, when I fun' at yow were no 
loikly to come whoam, I were ready to hong my 
lel———ſo John Moody, and I, and one o' your 
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laſſes, have been — Lord knows where ſee. 
ing o' the ſoights. 


Myr. Well, and pray what have you ſeen, fir? 

_ *Squ. Rich. Fleſh! I cawnt tell, not I—ſeen 
every thing, I think. Firſt, there we went o' top 
o' the what-d'ye call it? there, the great huge ſtone 
poſt, up the rawnd and rawnd ftzirs, that twine 
and twine about juſt an as thof it was a cork-ſcrew, 

Myr. Oh, the monument; well, and was it nol 
a fine fight from the top of it? 

*Squ. Rich. Sight, miſs! I know no -I ſaw 
nought but ſmoak and brick houſen, and ſteeple 
tops then there was ſuch- a mortal ting-tang 
of bells, and rumbling of carts and coaches, and 
then the folks under one looked ſo ſmall, and made 
ſuch a hum, and a buz, it put me in mind of my 
mother's great glaſs bee-hive in our garden in the 
country. 

Myr. I think, 1 you give a very good ac- 
count of it. 

Sgu. Rich. Ay, but I did not like it: for my 
head—my head—began to turn—ſo I trundled me 
down ſtairs agen like a round trencher. 

Myr. Well, but this was not all you ſaw, I ſup- 
pole ?: | 

Sgu. Rich. Noa, noa, we went after that, and 
ſaw the lions, and I liked them better by hawlt; 
they are pure grim devils; hoh, hoh! I touke a 
ſick, and gave one of them ſuch a poke o' the noaſe 
II believe he would ha' ſnapt my head off, an he 
could have got me. Hoh! hoh! hoh 


yo 
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Myr. Well, maſter, when you and I go abroad, 
I'll ſhew you prettier fights than theſe——there's a: 
maſquerade to-morrow. 

Sgu. Rich. Oh, laud, ay! hay ſay that's a pure 
thing for Merry Andrews, and thoſe ſort of comical 
mummers—and the count tells me, that there lads 
and laſſes may jig their tails, and eat, CG 
without grudging, all night lung. 

Myr. What would you fay now, ee . 2 
you a ticket, and go along with you? 

Sgu. Rich. Ah, dear! 

Myr. But have a care, ſquire, the fine ladies 
there are terribly tempting; look well to your heart, 
or, ads me! they'll whip it up in the trip of a mi- 
nute. 

Sgu. Rich. Ay, but they cawnt thoa—ſoa let 
um look to themſelves, an' ony of 'um falls in love 
with me—mayhap they had as good be quiet. 

Myr. Why ſure you would not — a ſine lady, 
would you? 

gu Rich. Ay, but I would chough * 
were —one as I know of. 

Myr. Oh, ob, then you have left your wad in 
the country, I find? 

gu. Rich. Noa, noa, my nne 
eint aut o' this room. 

Myr. I am glad you have it about: you, hewetem 
'Squ.” Rich. Nay, mayhap not ſoa neather, ſome- 
body elſe may have it, at you little think of. | 

. Myr. I cann't imagine what you mean! 

'$qu. Rich. Noa'! why don't you know how many 
folks there is in this room, naw ? a 
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. Myr. Very fine, maſter, I ſee you have: learnt 
the town gallantry already. 

. *Squ. Rich. Why doan't you believe at I have a 
kindneſs for you then ? 

. Myr. Fy, fy, maſter, how you talk; beſide, you 
are too young to think of a wife. | 
gu. Rich. Ay! but I caunt help thinking o 
yow, for all that. 

Mr. How! why ſure, fir, you don't pretend to 
think of me in a diſhonourable way ? 

*$qu. Rich. Nay, that's as you ſee good—I did 
no? think at you would ha“ thowght of me for a 
huſband, mayhap; unleſs I had means, in my own 
hands; and feyther allows me but haulf a crown a 
week, as yet awhile. 

Myr. Oh, when I like any body, tis not want 
of money will make me refuſe them. 

gu. Rich. Well, that's juſt my mind now; for 
an I like a girl, miſs, I would take her in her 
ſmock. f 

Myr. Ay, maſter, now you ſpeak like a man of 
honour ; this ſhews ſomething of a true heart in 
you. 

Sgu. Rich. Ay, and a true heart you'll find me; 
try when you will. 

Myr. Huſh, huſh, here's your papa come home, 
and my aunt with him. 

gu. Rich. A devil rive em, what do they come 
naw for? 

Myr. When you and I get to the maſquerade, 
you ſhall ſee what III ſay to you. 

*Squ. Rich. Well, hands upon't, then 


Aer IV. THE PRO VOK D HUSBAND, 97 
Myr. There—— 
Su. Rich. One buſs, and a bargain. | Kifes Ber.] 
Ads wauntlikins.! as ſoft and plump as a marrow- 


: pudding. nne [Excunt n 
* Enter Sir Fa aner n and Mrs. ) 
| MoTHERLY. 

« Sir * What! my wife and daughter abroad, 
hs ſay you ? 


Moth. Oh, dear fir, they have been mighty buſy 
174 all the day long; they juſt came home to ſnap up a 
ſhort dinner, and ſo went out again. 

Sir Fran. Well, well, I ſha'n't ſtay ſupper for 
'em, I can tell 'em that: for ods-heart, I have 
nothing 1 in me, but a toaſt and a tankard, — 
morning. 

Motb. Lam afraid, fir, theſe late parliament — 
won't agree with you. 

Sir Fran. Why, truly, Mrs. Motherly, they don” t 
do right with us country gentlemen; to loſe one 
meal out of three, ba hard tax upon a good ſto- 
mach. 

Moth. It is fo indeed, fir. - | 

Sir Fran. But howſomever, Mrs. Motherly, * i 
we conſider, that what we ſuffer is for the good of 


our country 


— Moth. Why truly, fir, that is ſomething. 

Sir Fran. Oh, there's a great deal to be ſaid fort 
1 good of one's country is above all thing 
. A true-hearted Engliſhman thinks nothing too much 


for iI have heard of ſome honeſt gentlemen ſo 
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very zealous, that for the good of their country 
they would ſometimes go to dinner at midnight. 

Moth. Oh, that goodneſs of em] ſure their coun- 
try muſt have a vaſt eſteem for them? 

Sir Fran. So they have, Mrs. Motherly; they are 
ſo reſpected when they come home to their bo- 
roughs after a ſeſſion, and ſo beloved——that their 
country will come and dine with them every day in 
the week. 

Math. Dear me! What a fine thing Us.00-b ſo 

_ 

Sir Fran. It is a great mote, indeed! and, I 
can afſure you, you are a good ſenſible: woman, 
Mrs. Motherly. 

Moth. Oh, dear fir, your honour's pleaſed to 
compliment. 

Sir Fran. No, no, I ſee you know ae bes 

people of conſequence. 
| Mi%h. Good lack! here's company, fir; will you 
give me leave to get you a little ſomething till the 
ladies come home, fir? 

Sir Fran. Why, troth, I don't think it would be 
amiſs. 7-06. 83-34. 45 

Meth. It ſhall be done in a moment, fir. Exit. 


Enter ManLy. 
Man, Sir Francis, your ſervant. 
Sir Fran. Couſin Manly. 
Man. I am come to ſee how the family goes on 


here. 
Sir Fran. Troth! all as buſy as bees; I have 


been upon the wing ever fince eight o'clock this 
morning. 


ave 


this 
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Man. By your early hour, then, I ſuppoſe you 
have been making your court to ſome of the great 
men. 

Sir Fran. Why, faith! you have hit it, fir—— 

I was adviſed to loſe no time: fo I e' en went ſtraight 
forward to one great man I had never ſeen in my 
life before. 

Man. Right! that was doing buſineſs: but who 
bad you got to introduce you ? 

Sir Fran. Why, nobody I remember I had 
heard a wiſe man ſay—My "I, be bold—ſo troth ! 
I introduced myſelf. 

Man, As how, pray? 

Sir Fran. Why, thus Look ye Pleaſe 
your lordſhip, ſays I, I am Sir Francis Wronghead, 
of Bumper-hall, and member of parliament for the 
borough of Guzzledown Sir, your humble 
ſervant, ſays my lord; thof J have not the honour 
to know your perſon, I have heard you are a very 
honeſt gentleman, and I am glad your borough has 
made choice of ſo worthy a repreſentative; and ſo, 
ſays he, Sir Francis, have you any ſervice to com- 
mand me? Naw, couſin, thoſe laſt words, you may 
be ſure, give me no ſmall encouragement. And 
thof I know, fir, you have no Woe, opi- 
nion of my parts, yet I believe, you won't ſay I 
miſt it naw! 

Man. Well, I hope I ſhall have no cauſe. 

Sir Fran. So, when I found him ſo courteous— 
My lord, fays I, I did not think to ha” troubled 
your lordſhip with buſineſs upon my firſt viſit : but, 
ſinee your lordſhip is pleaſed not to ſtand upon ce- 
E 2 
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remony, why truly, ſays I, I think naw is as 
good as another time. 

Man. Right ! there you puſhed him home. 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay, I had a mind to let him ſee 
that I was none of your mealy-mouthed ones. 

Man. Very good. 
Sir Fran. So, in ſhort, my lord, ſays I, I havea 

eſftate——but—a—ir's a little awt at elbows : 

and, as I deſire to ſerve my king as well as my 
country, I ſhall be very willing to accept of a place 
at court. 
Man. 80, this was making ſhort monk on't. 

Sir Fran. T'cod! I ſhot him flying, couſin : ſome 


of you hawf-witted ones, naw, would ha' hummed 


and hawed, and dangled a month or two after him, 
before they durſt open their mouths about a place, 
and, mayhap, not ha got it at laſt neither. 

Man. Oh, I'm glad you're ſo ſure on't 

Sir Fran. You ſhall hear, couſin Sir Fran. 
cis, ſays my lord, pray what ſort of a place may 
you ha turned your thoughts upon? My lord, ſays 
I, beggars muſt not be chuſers; but ony place, ſays 


I, about a thouſand a-year, will be well enough to 
be doing with, till ſomething better falls in—— 


for I thowght it would not look well to ftond hag- 
gling with him at firſt. 

Man. No, no, your buſineſs was to get footing 
any way. 

Sir Fran. Right! there's it! ay, couſin, I ſee 
you know the world. 

Man. Yes, yes, one ſees more of it every day 
Well, but what ſaid my lord to all this? 


er v. THE PROVOK'D HUSBAND. 101 


Sir Fran. Sir Francis, ſays he, I ſhall be glad to 
ſerve you any way that lies in my power; ſo he 
gave me a ſqueeze by the hand, as much as to ſay, 
give yourſelf no trouble I'll do your buſineſs; 
with that he turned him abawt to ſomebody with a 
coloured ribbon acroſs here, that looked, in my 
thowghts, as if he came for a place too. 

Man. Ha! ſo, upon theſe hopes, you are to make 
your fortune ! 

Sir Fran. Why, do you think there's any doubt 
of it, fir? 

Man. Oh, no, I have not the leaſt doubt about 
it—for juſt as you have done, I made my fortune 
ten years ago. 

Sir Fran. Why, I never knew you had a place, 
coufin, 

Man. Nor J neither, upon my faith, couſin. But 
you, perhaps, may have better fortune: for I ſuppoſe 
my lord has heatd of what importance you were in 
the debate to-day—— You have been fince down at 
the houſe, I preſume. 

Sir Fran. Oh, yes! I would not neglect the houſe 
for ever ſo much. 

Man. Well, and pray what have they done there? 

Sir Fran. Why, troth! I cann't well tell you 
what they have done, but I can tell you what I did: 
and I think pretty well in the main; only I hap- 
pened to make a little miſtake at laſt, indeed. 

Man. How was that ? 

Sir Fran. Why, they were all got there into a 
fort of a puzzling debate about the good of the na- 
ton—and I were always for that, you know—but, 
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in ſhort, the arguments were ſo long - winded o' both 
ſides, that, waunds! I did not well underſtand um: 
hawſomever, I was convinced, and ſo reſolved to 
vote right, according to my conſcience——ſo when 
they came to put the queſtion, as they call it, ——I 
don't know haw 'twas——but I doubt I cried ay ! 
when I ſhould ha'* cried no! 

Man. How came that about? 

Sir Fran. Why, by a miſtake, as I tell vou 
for chere was a good-humoured ſort of a gentleman, 
one Mr. Totherſide, I think they call him, that ſat 
next me, as ſoon as I had cried ay! gives me a 
hearty ſhake by the hand. Sir, ſays he, you are a 
man of honour, and a true Engliſhman! and I 
ſhould be proud to be better acquainted with you 
and ſo, with that he takes me by the ſleeve, 
along with the crowd into the lobby ſo, I knew 
_ nowght——but ods fleſh! I was got o' the wrung 
| fide the poſt——for I were told, afterwards, I 
mould have ſtaid where I was. 

Man. And ſo, if you had not quite made your 
fortune before, you have clinched it now !—— Ah, 
thou head of the Wrongheads. [Afede. 

Sir Fran. Odfo ! here's my lade eme home at 
laſt——1 hope, couſin, you will be ſo kind as to 
take a family ſupper with us? 

Man. Another time, Sir Francis; but to-night 
I am engaged. 

Enter Lady WxronGazaD, Miſt JanxY, and Count 
Bass Er. 


Lady Wrong. Couſin, your ſervant ; I hope you 
will pardon my rudeneſs; but we have really been 
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in ſuch a continual hurry here, that we have not 
had a leiſure moment to return your laſt viſit. 
Man. Oh; madam, I am a man of no ceremony; 
you ſee that has not hindered my coming again. 
Lady Wrong. Lou are infinitely obliging; but I'll 
redeem my credit with you. 
Man. At your own time, madam. 
Count Baſ. I muſt ſay that for Mr. Manly, ma- 
dam; if making people eaſy is the rule of good- 
breeding, he is certainly the beſt-bred man in the 
world. 
Man. Soh! I am not to drop my acquaintance, 
I find—{ Aſide.) I am afraid, fir, 1 mall grow 
vain upon your good opinion. 
Coum Baſ. 1 don't know that, fir; but I am ſure 
what you are pleaſed to ſay makes me ſo. 
Man. The moſt impudent medeſty that ever I 
met with. FAfide. 
Lady Wrong. Lard ! how ready his wit is. [ Afide. 
Sir Fran. Don't you think, fir, the count's a 
very fine gentleman ? | [ Apart. 
Man. Oh, among the ladies, certainly. {4part. 
Sir Fran. And yet he's as ftout as @ lion. 


Waund, he'll ftorm any thing. Apart. 
Man. Will he ſo? Why then, ſir, take care of 
your citadel. [ Apart. 


Sir Fran. Ah, you are a wag, couſin. [ Apart. 
Man. I hope, ladies, the town air continues to 
agree with you. 
Fenny. Oh, perfectly well, fir ! We have been 
abroad in our new coach all day long——and we 
have bought an ocean of fine things. And to-mor- 
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row we go to the maſquerade; and on Friday to 
the play; and on Saturday to the opera; and on 
Sunday we are to be at the what-d'ye call it—— 
aſſembly, and ſee the ladies play at quadrille, and 
piquet, and ombre, and hazard, and baſſet; and 
on Monday we are to ſee the king; and fo on 
Tueſday | 

Lady Wrong. Hold, hold, miſs! you muſt not let 
your tongue run ſo faſt, child—you forget; you 
know I brought you hither to learn modeſty. 
Man. Yes, yes! and ſhe is W with a ven- 
geance _ Afide. 

Fenny. Lawrd! mamma, I am ſure I did not ſay 
any harm ; and if one muſt not ſpeak in one's turn, 
one may be kept under as long as one n for 
aught I ſee. 

Lady Wrong. O' my ee this viel grows 
ſo headſtrong 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay, there's your fine growing ſpirit 
for you! Now tack it dawn an' you can. 

Jenny. All I ſaid, papa, was n to entertain 
my couſin Manly. 

Man. My pretty * I am i wur to 
you. 

Jenny. Look you there now, W 

Lady Wrong, Hold your tongue, I ſay. 

Jenny. [Turning away and glowting.} I declare it, I 
won't bear it: ſhe is always ſnubbing me before you, 
fir !——I know why ſhe does it, well enough 

[Afide to the Count. 

Count Baſ. Huſh, huſh, my dear ! don't be un- 

eaſy at that; ſhe'll ſuſpet us. _ [Ae 
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Jenny. Let her ſuſpect, what do I care—I don't 
know but I have as much reaſon to ſuſpe& as ſhe— 
though perhaps I am not ſo afraid of her. 

Count Baſ. | Afide.] I'gad, if I don't keep a tight 
hand on my tit here, ſhe'll run away with my pro- 
ject before I can bring it to bear. 

Lady Wrong. [ Afide.] Perpetually hanging upon 
him! The young harlot is certainly in love with 
him; but I muſt not let them ſee I think ſo 
and yet I cann't bear it. Upon my life, count, 
you?ll ſpoil that forward girl—you ſhould not en- 
courage her ſo, 

Count Baſ. Pardon me, madam, I was only ad- 
viſing her to obſerve what your ladyſhip ſaid to her. 

Man. Yes, truly, her obſervations have beer 
ſomething particular. Aide. 

Count Baſ. In one word, madam, ſhe has a jea- 
louſy of your lady ſhip, and I am forced to encourage 
her, to blind it; twill be better to take no notice 
of her behaviour to me.  [ Apart. 

Lady Wrong. You are right, I will be more cau- 
tious.  [ Apart. 

Count Baſ. To-morrow, at the maſquerade, we 
may loſe her. = [ Apart 

Lady Wrong. We ſhall be obſerved; I'll ſend woe 
a note, and ſettle that affair——go on with the girl, 


and don't mind me. [ Apart. 
Count Baſ. 1 nave been taking your part, my lit- 
tle angel. 


Lady Wrong. Jenny! come hither, child—you- 
muſt not be ſo haſty, my dear—IT only adviſe you 
for your good. 

E 3 
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Jenny: Yes, mamma; but when I am toldof a thing 
b. company, it ous makes. me worſe, you 
know. 

Man. If J have any ſkill in the fair ſex, miſs and 
her mamma have only quarrelled becauſe they are 
both of a mind. This facetious count ſeems. to 
have made a very genteel ſtep into the family. [4/ide. 


Enter MyxrILLA. Many talks apart with her. 


Lady Wrong. Well, Sir Francis, and what news 
have you brought us from Weſtminſter to-day ? 

Sir Fran. News, madam! I'cod! I have ſome 
and ſuch as does not come every day, I can tell 
you—a word in your ear——T have got a promiſe of 
a place at court of a thouſand pawnd a-year already, 

| Lady Wrong. Have you ſo, fir? And pray who 

may you thank for't? Now! who is in the right? 
Is not this better than throwing ſo much away after 
a ſtinking pack of fox-hounds in the country ? Now 
your family may be the better for it. 

Sir Fran. Nay, that's what perſuaded me to come 
up, my dove. 

Lady Wrong. Mighty well—come—let me have 
another hundred pound then. 

Sir Fran. Another ! child ? Waunds! you have 
had one hundred this morning, pray what's become 
of that, my dear ? 

Lady Wrong. What's become of it! Why, I'Il ſhew 
you, my love! Jenny, have you the bills about you? 

Jenny. Yes, mamma. 

Lady Wrong. What's become of it! Why, laid 
out, my dear, with fifty more to it, that I was forced 
to borrow of the count here. 
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Jenny. Yes, indeed, papa, and that would hard- 
ly do neither There's the account. 

Sir Fran. [Turning over the bills.] Let's ſee! let's 
ſee ! what the devil have we got here? 

Man. Then you have ſounded your aunt you ſay, 
and ſhe readily comes into all I propoſed to you. 

[ Apart. 

Myr. Sir, I'Il anſwer, with my life, ſhe is moſt 
thankfully yours in every article. She mightily de- 
fires to ſee you, fir. Apart. 

Man. I am going home, directly; bring her to 
my houſe in half an hour; and if ſhe makes good 
what you tell me, you ſhall both find your account 
in it. [ Apart. 

Myr. Sir, ſhe ſhall not fail you. Abart. 

Sir Fran. Ods- life! madam, here's nothing but 
toys and trinkets, and fans, and clock ſtockings, by 
wholeſale. 

Lady Wrong. There's nothing but what's proper, 
and for your credit, Sir Francis—Nay, you ſee I: 
am ſo good a houſewife, that in neceſſaries — my- 
ſelf I have ſcarce laid out a ſhilling. 

Sir Fran. No, by. my troth, ſo it ſeems; for the 
devil o' one thing's here that I can ſee you have any 
occaſion for. 

Lady Wrong. My dear; do you think I came hi- 
ther to live out of the faſhion ! why, the greateſt dif. 
tinction of a fine lady in this town is the variety of 
mou things that ſhe has no occaſion for. ; 

Jenny. Sure, papa, could you imagine, that wo- 
men of quality wanted EY but. ſtays and pet- 
ticoats ? 
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Lady Wrong. Now, that is ſo like him! 
Man. So the family comes on finely. [Afide. 
Lady Wrong. Lard, if men were always to go- 

vern, what dowdies they would reduce their wives 

to 

Sir Fran. An hundred pounds in the morning, 
and want another afore night! Waunds and fire! 
the lord mayor * London could not hold at this 
rate ! 

Man. Oh, do you feel it, fir ? [ Afide. 

Lady Wrong. My dear, you ſeem uneaſy; let me 
have the hundred pound, and compoſe yourſelf, 

Sir Fran. Compoſe the devil, madam! why do 
you conſider what a hundred pounds a-day comes to 
in a year? | 

* Lady Wrong. My life, if T account with you from 
one day to another, that's really all my head is able 
to bear at a time But I'll tell you what I confider 
—T confider that my advice has got you a thouſand 
pound a-year this morning—That, now, methinks, 
you might conſider, fir. 

Sir Fran. A thouſand a-year? Waunds, madam, 

but I have not touched a penny of it yet! 

Man. Nor ever will, I'll anſwer for him. [4/ide. 


Enter Sguire RicHanD. 


*Squ. Rich. Feyther, an you doan't come quickly, 
the meat will be coaled: and I'd fain pick a bit 
with you. 

Lady Wrong. Bleſs me, Sir Francis! you are not 
going to ſup by yourſelf. 

Sir Fran. No, but I'm going to dine by myſelf, 
and that's pretty near the matter, madam. 


MA illoa£a —_— 
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Lady Wrong. Had not you as good ſtay a little, 
my dear. We ſhall all eat in half an hour; and I 
was thinking to aſk my couſin Manly to take a fa- 
mily morſel with us. - 

Sir Fran. Nay, for my couſin's good company, 
1 don't care if I ride a day's journey without bait- 
in 

1 By no means, Sir Francis. I am going 
upon a little buſineſs. 

Sir Fran. Well, fir, I know you don't love come 
pliments, 

Man. You'll excuſe me, madam ——— 

Lady Wrong. Since you have buſineſs, fir— 

[Exit Manly. 


Enter Mrs. MoTHERLyY. 


Oh, Mrs. Motherly ! you were ſaying this morning 
you had ſome yery fine lace to ſhew me—cann't I 
ſee it now? [Sir Francis flares, 
Moth. Why, really, madam, I had made a ſort 
of a promiſe to let the Counteſs of Nicely have the 
firſt fight of it for the birth-day : but your lady- 
ſhip—— 
Lady Wrong. Oh, I die if I don't ſee it before 
here. . 
*Squ. Rich, Woan't you go, feyther? [ Apart. 
Sir Fran. Waunds, lad! I ſhall ha' noa ſtomach 
at this rate. [Apart. 
Moth, Well, madam, though I fay it, tis the 
ſweeteſt pattern that ever came over—and for fine- 


neſs——no cobweb comes up to it. | 
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Sir Fran. Ods guts and gizzard, madam ! Lace 
as fine as a cobweb why, what the devil's that to 
coſt now ? | 
Moth. Nay, if Sir Francis does not like it, ma- 
Lady Wrong. He like it! Dear Mrs. Motherly, 
ke is not to wear it. 


Sir Fran. Fleſh, madam ! but T ſuppoſe I am to 
Pay SER. 

Lady Wrong. No doubt on't! Think of your 
thouſand a-year, and who got it you; go! eat your 
dinner, and be thankful, go. [Driving him to the 
door.] Come, Mrs. Motherly. 

[Exit Lady Wronghead with Mrs. Motherly. 

Sir Fran. Very fine! fo here I mun faſt, till I 
am almoſt famiſhed, for the good of my country, 
while madam is laying me out an hundred pounds 
a-day in lace as fine as a cobweb, for the honour 
of my family ! Ods fleſh! things had need go well 
at this rate 


Sau. Rich. Nay, nay—come, feyther. 
[Exeunt Sir Fran. * Sgu. Rich. 


Enter Mrs. W 


Moth. Madam, my lady defires you and the count 
will pleaſe to come and affiſt ker * in ſome of 
the new laces. 

Count Baſ. We'll wait upon "ER 

[Exit Mys. Motherly. 
enny. So, I told you how it was! you ſee ſhe 
cann't 5; to leave us together, 

Count Baſ. No matter, my dear: you know ſhe 
has aſk'd me to ſtay ſupper; ſo when your papa 
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and ſhe are a- bed, Mrs. Myrtilla will let me into 
the houſe again; then you may ſteal into her 
chamber, and we'll have a pretty. ſneaker of punch 
tegenker. 

Myr. Ay, ay, -madam, you may command me 
in any thing. 

Jenny. Well, that will be purs? 

Count Baſ. But yea had beſt go to her alone, my 
life: it will look better if I come after you. 

Jenny. Ay, ſo it will: and to-morrow you know 
at the maſquerade: And then 


« SONG. 


* Oh, I'll have a huſband! ay, marry ; 
For why ſbould I longer tarry, 
« For why fbould I longer tarry, 
« Than other briſk girls have done? 
% For if 1 ftay till I grow grey, 
% They'll call me old maid; and fuſty old jada; 
„So Pl no longer tarry ; | 
% But I' have a huſband, ay, marry, 
„ money can buy me one. 


© My mother, ſbe ſays, I'm too coming; 
* And fill in my ears ſhe is drumming, 
« And flill in my ears ſhe is drumming, 
That I ſuch vain thoughts ſhou'd ſhun. 
« My /ifters they cry, oh, fy! and, oh, fy! 
„But yet I can ſee, they're as coming as. me ; 
* So let me have huſbands in plenty : 
* Pd rather have twenty times twenty, 
„ Than die an old maid undone.” [ Exit, 
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Myr. So, fir, am not I very commode to you? 


Count Baſ. Well, child, and don't you find your 
account in it? Did I not tell you we might ſtill be 


of uſe to one another ? 

Myr. Well, but how ſtands your affair with 
miſs in the main? 

Count Baſ. Oh, ſhe's mad for the maſquerade ! 
It drives like a nail; we want t nothing now but a 
parſon to clinch it. Did not your aunt ſay ſhe could 

one at a ſhort warning ? 

Myr. Yes, yes, my Lord Townly's chaplain i is 
her couſin, you know; he'll do your buſineſs and 
mine, at the ſame time. 1 

Count Baſ. Oh, ih (eve but where ſhall we ap- 
point him ? 

Myr. Why, you know my Lady Townly's houſe 
is always open to the maſks upon a ball-night, be- 
fore they go to the Hay-market. 

Count Baſ. Good. 

Myr. Now the doctor irdithe we ſhould all 
come thither in our habits, and when the rooms are 
full, we may fteal up into his chamber, he ſays, 
and there—crack—he'll give us all canonical com- 
miſſion to go to- bed together. 

Count Baſ. Admirable ! Well the devil fetch me, 
if I ſhall not be heartily glad to ſee thee well ſets 
tled, child, 

Myr. And may the black * tuck me un- 
der his arm at the ſame time, if I ſhall not think 
myſelf obliged to you as long as I live. 

Count Baſ. One kiſs for old acquaintance ſake 
—T'gad. I ſhall want to be buſy again, 


. 


* 
. 
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Myr. Oh, you'll have one ſhortly will find you 
employment: but I muſt run to my ſquire. 

Count Baſ. And I to the ladies ſo your humble 
ſervant; fweet Mrs. Wronghead. 

Myr. Yours, as in duty bound, md noble 
Count Baſſet. [Exit Myr. 
Count Baſ. Why, ay! count! That title has been 
of ſome uſe to me indeed; not that I have any more 
pretence to it than I have to a blue ribband. Yet, 
I have made a pretty conſiderable figure in life with 
it. I have lolled in my own chariot, dealt at aſ- 
ſemblies, dined with ambaſſadors, and made. one at 
quadrille with the firſt woman of quality—-But— 
tempora mutantur—— ſince that damn'd ſquadron at 
Whate's have left me out of their laſt ſecret, I am 
reduced to trade upon my own ftock of induftry, 
and make my laſt puſh upon a wife. If my card 
comes up right (which, I think, cannot fail) I ſhall 
once more cut a figure, and cock my hat in the 
face of the beſt of them : for fince our modern men 
of fortune are grown wiſe enough to be ſharpers, I 
think ſharpers are fools that don't take up the airs 
of men of quality. | eit. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


Lord Townly's Houſe. * Enter Max LY and — 


Gaack. 


| ce Manly. 


„T. 's ſomething, madam, hangs upon rend 
8» gs 
* mind, to- day : is it unfit to truſt me with ut ? 
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Lady G. Since you will OY ſiſter, then 

„ —unhappy woman! 

* Man. What of her? | 

Lady G. I fear is on the brink of ruin. 

Man. I am forry for it. What has happened? 

* Lady G. Nothing ſo very new; but the con- 

© tinual repetition of it, at laſt has raiſed my bro- 
* ther to an intemperance that I tremble at. 
Man. Have they had any words upon it? 

« Lady G. He has not ſeen her fince yeſterday. 
Man. What! not at home all night? 
Lady G. About five this morning, in ſhe came; 

* but with ſuch looks, and ſuch an equipage of mis- 
* fortunes at her heels What can become of her? 
Man. Has not my lord ſeen her, ſay you? 
Lady G. No; he changed his bed laft night— 
J ſat with him alone till twelve, in expectation 
4 f her: but when the clock ſtruck, he ftarted 
from his chair, and grew incenſed to that degree, 
* that had I not, almoſt on my knees, diſſuaded 
„ him, he had ordered the doors, that inſtant, to 
have been locked againſt her. | 
an. How terrible is his ſituation? when th 
ic moſt juſtifiable ſeverities he can uſe againſt her 
„ are liable to be the mirth of all the diſſolute card- 
e tables in town. 
« Lady G. "Tis that, I know, has made him 
4 hear ſo long: but you that feel for him, Mr. 
„% Manly, will aſſiſt him to ſupport his . 
and, if poſſible, preſerve his quiet; therefore 1 
beg you don't leave the houſe, till one or both of 
* them can be wrought to better temper. 
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„% Man. How amiable is this concern in you 

© Lady G. For Heaven's ſake, don't mind me; 
„ but think on ſomething to preſerve us all. 

% Man. I ſhall nat take the merit of obeying 
« your commands, madam, to ſerve my lord But, 
pray, madam, let me into all that 2 ſince 
«© yeſternight. 
Lady G. When my intreaties had prevailed 
upon my lord, not to make a ſtory for the town, 
„by ſo public a violence, as ſhutting ber at once 
* out of his doors, he ordered an apartment next to 
my lady's to be made ready for him While that 
e was doing, I tried, by all the little arts I was 
e miſtreſs of, to amuſe him into temper; in ſhort, 
* ſilent grief was all I could reduce him to—On 
©« this, we took our leaves, and parted to our re- 
4 poſe:- what his was, I imagine by my own; for 


I ne'er cloſed my eyes. About five, as I told 


& you, I heard my lady at the door; ſo I ſlipped on 
% gown, and ſat almoſt an hour with her in her 
own chamber. 

Man. What ſaid ſhe, when ſhe did not find my 


lord there? 


« Lady G. Oh. ſo far foom being ſhocked or 
« alarmed at it, that ſhe bleſſed the occaſion ;- and 
« ſaid that, in her condition, the chat of a female 
friend was far preferable to the beſt huſband's 
company in the world. 

Man. Where has ſhe the ſpirits to ſupport ſo 
much inſenſibility ? 

« Lady G. Nay, 'tis incredible ; for though ſhe 


had loſt every ſhilling ſhe kad inthe world, and 
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* ſtretched her credit even to breaking, ſhe rallied 
her own follies with ſuch vivacity, and painted 
* the penance ſhe knows ſhe muſt undergo for them 
_ * inſuch ridiculous lights, that had not my concern 
© for a brother been too ſtrong for her wit, ſhe had 
* almoſt diſarmed my anger. 
Man. Her mind may have another caſt wb this 
te time: the moſt flagrant diſpoſitions have their 
hours of anguiſh, which their pride conceals from 
company. But pray, madam, how could ſhe 
avoid coming down to dine? 
Lady G. Oh! ſhe took care of that before ſhe 
went to bed, by ordering her woman, whenever 
* ſhe was aſked for, to ſay ſhe was not well. 
Man. You have ſeen her ſince ſhe was * 
. preſume. 
© « Lady G. Up! I _ whether ſhe be awake 
« yet. 

Man. Terrible! what a figure does ſhe make 
now! That nature ſhould throw away ſo much 
beauty upon a creature, to make ſuch a flatternly 
Luſe of it! 
' «Lady G. Oh, fie! chere is not a more elegant 
tt beauty in town, when ſhe is dreſſed. 

% Man. In my eye, madam, ſhe that” s early dreſ- 
4 ſed has ten times her elegance. 

* Lady G. But ſhe won't be long now, I be- 
© lieve; for I think I ſee her chocolate going up 
* Mrs. Truſty—a-bem! 


1 Tausrr comes to the door. 
«® Man. [Afide.] Five o'clock in the afternoon 
* for a lady of quality's breakfaſt is an elegant hour 
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„indeed! which, to ſhew her more ** way of 
living too, I preſume ſhe eats in her bed. 4 
« Lady G. [To Mrs. Truſty.] And when the i 18 
* up, I would be glad ſhe would let me come to 
« her toilet—That's all, Mrs. Truſty. 5 
« Truſty. I will be ſure to let her ladyſhip know, 
* madam. [Exit. 
« Enter a Servant. 


„Serv. Sir Francis Wronghead, fir, 'defires to 
« ſpeak-with you. | 

„Man. He comes unſeaſonably—What ſhall I 
do with him? | 

„Lady G. Oh, ſee him, by all means! we ſhall 


* have time enough; in the mean while, I'll ſtep 


„ in and have an eye upon my brother. Nay, don't 
mind me—you have buſineſs —— 
Man. You muſt be obeyed 
„ Retreating, while Lady Grace goes out. 
« Defire Sir Francis to walk in [ Exit Servant.) 1 
« ſuppoſe, by this time, his wiſe worſhip begins to 
find that the balance of his journey to London is 


* on the wrong fide.” 


Enter Sir Fxancts WrxonGHREAD. 


Sir Francis, your ſertant. How came I by the fa- 
your of this extraordinary viſit ? 

Sir Fran. Ah, couſin ! | 

Man. Why that ſorrowful face, man? 

Sir Fran. I have no friend alive but ou 

Man. I am * for 2 * s the mat - 
ter ? | 
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Sir Fran. T have played the fool by . 
I ſee now for my bitter wife 
Man. What of her? 

Sir Fran. Is playing the devil. 

Man. Why, truly, that's a part that moſt of 
your fine ladies begin with, as ſoon as they get to 
London. 

Sir Fran. If I'm a living man, couſin, ſhe has 
made away with above two hundred and fifty pounds 
fince yeſterday morning. 

Man. Ha! I ſee a good houſewife will do a great 
deal of work in a little time. 

Sir Fran. Work, do they call it? Fine work, in- 

deed ! 

Man. Well, but how do you mean made away 
with it? What, the has laid it out, may be—but 
I ſuppoſe you have an account of it. 

Sir Fran. Yes, yes, I have had the account, in- 
feed; but I mun needs ſay, it's a very ſorry one. 
Man. Pray, let's hear? 

Sir Fran. Why, firſt I let her have an hundred 
-and fifty, to' get things handſome about her, to let 
the world ſee that I was ſomebody; and I thought 
that ſum was very genteel. 

Man. Indeed I think ſo; and in the country 
might have ſerved her a twelvemonth. 

Sir Fran. Why, ſo it might—but here, in this 
fine town, forſooth, it could not get through four- 
and-twenty hours—for in half that time it was all 
ſquandered away in bawbles, and new. falbioned 
trumpery. 

Man. Oh! for ladies in London, Sir ** all 
this might be neceſſary. 
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Sir Fran. Noa, there's the plague on't; the de- 
vil o' one uſeful thing I do ſee for it, but two pair of 
laced ſhoes, and thoſe ſtond me in "three poands 
three ſhillings a pair, too, 

Man. Dear fir, this is nothing! Why we have 
city wives here, that while their good man is ſelling 
three pennyworth of ſugar, will give you twenty 
pounds for a ſhort apron. 

Sir Fran. Mercy on us, what a mortal proc G64 
vil is a huſband! 

Man. Well, but I hope you have nothing elſe to 
complain of. 

Sir Fran. Ah, would I could ſay fo too but 
there's another hundred behind yet, that goes more 
to my heart than all that went before it. 

Man. And how might that be diſpoſed of? 

Sir Fran. Troth, I am almoſt aſhamed to tell 
you. 

Man, Out with it. 

Sir Fran. Why, ſhe has been at an aembly. 

Man. What, ſince I ſaw you! I thought you had 
all ſupped at home laſt night. | | 

Sir Fran. Why, ſo we did—and all as merry as 
grigs—T'cod, my heart was ſo open, that I toffed 
another hundred into her apron, to get out early 
this morning with—But the cloth was no ſooner ta- 
ken away, than in comes my Lady Townly here, 
(who, between you and I—mum—has had the de- 
vil to pay yonder) with another rantipole dame of 
quality, and out they muſt have her, they ſaid, to 
introduce her to my Lady Noble's aſſembly, for- 
ſooth A few words, you may be ſure, made the 
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bargain—ſo, bawnce! and away they drive, as if 
the devil had got into the coach-· box ſo, about 
four or ſive in the morning home comes madam, 
with her eyes a foot deep in her head and my poor 
hundred pounds left behind her: at the hazard- 
table. 

Man. All loſt at dice! 

Sir Fran, Every ſhilling—among a parcel of Pig- 
tail puppies, and pale-faced women of quality. 

Man. But pray, Sir Francis, how came you, 
after you found her ſo ill an houſewife of one ſum, 
ſo ſoon to truſt her with another? 

Sir. Fran. Why, truly, I mun ſay that was part- 
ly my own fault; for if I had not been a blab of 
my tongue, I believe that laſt hundred e have 
been ſaved. | 

Man. How ſo? N IR 4 

Sir Fran. Why, like an owl as I was, out of Res 
will, forſooth, partly to keep her in humour, I 
muſt needs tell her of the thoufand pounds a-year J 
had juſt got the promiſe of—I'cad, ſhe lays her 
claws upon it that moment—ſaid it was all owing 
to her advice, and truly ſhe would have her ſhare 
on't. 

Man. What, before you bad! it yourſelf 25 

Sir Fran. Why, ay, that's what I told her- My 
dear, ſaid I, mayhap I mayn't receive "the firſt 
quarter on't this half year. 

Man. Sir Francis, I have heard you with a great 
deal of patience, and I really feel compaſſion for 
you. | - 
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Sir Fran. Truly, and well you may, e couſin; for 
I don't ſee that my wife's goodneſs is a bit the bet- 
ter for bringing to London. : 

Man. If you remember, I gave you a hint of it. 

Sir Fran. Why, ay, it's true, you did ſo; but 
the devil himſelf could not have believed ſhe would 
have rid poſt to him. | 

Man. Sir, if you ſtay but a fortnight in this 
town, you will every day ſee hundreds as faſt upon 
the gallop as ſhe is. 

Sir Fran. Ah, this London is a baſe place indeed! 
—Waunds, if things ſhould happen to go wrong 
with me at Weſtminſter, at this rate, how the devil , 
ſhall I keep out of a jail? | 

Man. Why, truly, there ſeems to me but one way 
to avoid it. 

Sir Fran. Ah, would you -could tell me that, 
_—_ 

an. The way lies plain before you, fir; the 
_ 004d that brought you hither, will carry you 


ſafe home again. 
Sir Fran. Ods-fleſh, coufin! what! and leave a 2 
thouſand pounds a-year behind me ? 


Man. Pooh, pooh! leave any thing behind you, 
but your fray; and you are a ſaver by it. 
Sir Fran. Ay, but conſider, coufin, what a ſcur- 
vy figure ſhall I make in the country, if I come' 
dawn withawt it. | / 

Man. You will make a much more lamentable 
figure in a jail without it. ; 

Sir Fran. Mayhap 'at yow have no great opinion 
of i it then, couſin ? 

F 
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Man. Sir Francis, to do you the ſervice of a real 
friend, I muſt ſpeak very plainly to you: you don't 

yet ſee half the ruin that's before you. 

Sir Fran. Good- lack! how may you mean, cou- 
fin ? 

Man. In one word, your whole affairs ſtand thus 
In a week you'll loſe your ſeat at Weſtminſter : 
In a fortnight my lady will run you into jail, by 
keeping the beſt company—-In four-and-twenty 
hours your daughter will run away with a ſharper, 
becauſe ſhe han't been uſed to better company : 
and your ſon will ſteal into marriage with a caſt 
miſtreſs, becauſe he has not been uſed wang com- 
pany at all. 

Sir Fran. I' th' name o goodneſs, why ſhould 
you think all this? 

Man. Becauſe I have proof of it; in ſhort, I 
know ſo much of their ſecrets, that if all this is 
not prevented to-night, it will be out of your pow- 
ex to do it to-morrow morning. 

Sir Fran. Mercy upon us! you frighten me 
Well, fir, I will be governed by you: du what em 
I to do in this caſe? 

Man. I have not time here to give you proper in- 

ſtructions; but about eight this evening I'll call at 
your lodgings, and there you ſhall have full con- 
viction how much I have it at heart to ſerve you, 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, my lord defires to ſpeak with you. 
Man. I'll wait upon him. 

Sir Fran. Well, then, I'll go trait home, naw. 
Man. At eight depend upon me. 


ler v. THE PROYOK'D HUSBAND. 13 


Sir Fran. Ah, dear couſin! I ſhall be bound to 
you as long as I live. Mercy deliver us, what a 
terrible journey have I made on't, 

[ Exeunt ſcverally, 


— 
— 


SCENE II. 


Opens to a Dreſng-room Lach Townry, as juſt up, 
walks to her Toilet, leaning on Mrs. Tausrv. 


Tragt. Dear madam, what ſhould make your 
ladyſhip ſo out of order? 

Lady T. How is it poſſible to be well, where 
one is killed for want of fleep? 

Tri. Dear me! it was ſo long before you rung, 
madam, I was in hopes your ladyſhip had been 
finely compoled. 

Lady T. Compoſed! why I have lain in an inn 
here; this houſe is worſe than an inn with ten 
ſtage - coaches: what between my lord's impertinent 
people of buſineſs in a morning, and the intolera- 
ble thick ſhoes of footmen at noon, one has not a 
wink all night. 

Trufl. Indeed, madam, it's a great pity my lord 
cann't be perſuaded into the hours of people of 
quality—though I muſt ſay that, madam, your la- 
dy{hip is certainly the beſt matrimonial manager in 
town, 

Lady T. Oh, you are quite miſtaken, Truſty ! I 
manage very ill; for, notwithſtanding all the pow- 
er I have, by never being over-fond of my lord 

F 2 
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yet I want money infinitely” oftener than he is _ 
ing to give it me. 

Truft. Ah! if his lordſhip could but be Wa 
to play himſelf, madam, then he might feel what it 
is to want money. 

Lady T. Oh, don't talk of it! do you know that 
I am undone, Trufſty? : 

Truft. Mercy forbid, madam! 

Lady T. Broke, ruined, plundered !—ftripped, 
even to a confiſcation of my laſt guinea! 

Truſty. You don't tell me ſo, madam ? 

Lady T. And where to raiſe ten pounds in the 

world —What is to be done, Truſty? 
Fruſty. Truly, I wiſh I were wiſe enough to tell 
you, madam; but may be your ladyſhip may have 
a run of better fortune upon ſome of the good com- 
pany that comes here to-night. 

Lady T. But I have not a fingle guinea 1 to try 
my fortune. 

Truſty. Ha! that's a bad buſineſs indeed, ma- 
dam—Adad, I have a thought in my head, hates, 
if it is not too late 

Lady T. Out with it quickly, then, I beſeech 
thee. 

Truſty. Has not the ſteward ſomething of fifty 
pounds, madam, that you left in his hands to pay 
ſomebody about this time? 

Lady T. Oh, ay; I had forgot—twas to—a— 
what's his filthy name ? 

Fruſty. Now I remember, madam, *twas to Mr. 
Luteſtring, your old mercer, that your ladyſhip 
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turned off about a year ago, becauſe he would truſt 
you no longer. 
Lady T. The very wretch! If he has not Wii it, 


— quickly, dear Truſty, and bid him bring it 


hither immediately [Exit Truſty.] Well, ſure mor- 
tal woman never had ſuch fortune! five, five and 
nine, againſt poor ſeven for ever—No, after that 
horrid bar of my chance, that Lady Wronghead's 
fatal red fiſt upon the table, I ſaw it was impoſſible 
ever to win another ſtake——Sit up all night; loſe 
all one's money; dream of winning thouſands ; 
wake without a ſhilling; and then———How like 
a hag I look —In ſhort—the pleaſures of life are 
not worth this diſorder. If it were not for ſhame, 
now, I could almoſt think Lady Grace's ſober 
ſcheme not quite ſo ridiculous——If my wiſe lord 
could but hold his tongue for a week, tis odds but 
I ſhould hate the town in a fortnight—But I will 
not be driven out of it, that's poſitive. 


 Taveory returns. 


Tray. Oh, madam, there's no bearing of it! Mr. 
Luteſtring was juſt let in at the door, as I came to 
the ſtair foot; and the ſteward is now actually pay- 


ing him the money in the hall. 


Lady T. Run to the ſtair-caſe head again—and 


ſcream to him, that 1 muſt fpeak with him this in- 
ſtant. [Truſty runs out and ſpeali. 


Trufly. Mr. Poundage a-hem! Mr. Poun- 
dage, 'a word with you quickly. Without. 


Pound. ¶ Within. 1 I'll come to you preſently. 


F Without. 
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T ruſty. Preſently won't do, man, you muſt come 
this minute. [ Without. 
Pownd. I am but juli paying a little money here. 
uon. 

Truſly. Cods my life, paying money ! Is the man 
diſtracted? Come here, I tell you, to my lady this 
moment, quick! | [ Without. 


TrxusTY returns. 


Lady T. Will the monſter come or no: 

Trufly. Yes, I hear him now, madam; he is 
hobbling up as faſt as he can. 

Lady T. Don't let him come in—for he will keep 
ſuch a babbling about his accounts—my brain is 
not able to bear him. 

[Poundage comes to the door, with a money-bag in 

bis hand. | 

| Truſly. Oh, it's well you are come, fir ! where's 
the fifty poundgg.,. | 

Pound. Why, here it is; if you had not been in 
ſuch haſte, I ſhould have paid it by this time—the 
man's now writing a receipt, below, for it. 

Trufty. No matter; my lady ſays you muſt not 
pay him with that money! there's not enough, it 
ſeems; there's a piſtole, and a guinea, that is not 
good, in it——befides, there is a miſtake in the 

account too [ T witches the bag from him.] But ſhe 
is not at leiſure to examine it now: ſo you muſt 
bid Mr. What-d'ye-call-um call another time. 

Lady T. What is all that noiſe there ? 

Pound. Why, and it pleaſe your ladyſhip 


Aer v. THE PROVOK'D HUSBAND. 127 

Lady T. Pr'ythee, don t plague me now; but do 
as you were ordered. 

Pound. Nay, what your ladyſhip pleaſes, ma- 
dam. [Exit Poundage. 

Truſty. There they are, madam [ Pours the mo- 
ney out of the bug. The pretty thing were ſo near 
falling into a naſty tradeſman's hand. I proteſt it 
made me tremble for them—l fancy your ladyſhip 
had as good give me that bad guinea, for luck's ſake 
—— thank you, madam. [ Takes a guinea. 

Lady T. Why, I did not bid you take it. 

Trufly. No; but your ladyſhip looked as if you 
were juſt going to bid me; and ſo I was willing to 
ſave you the trouble of ſpeaking, madam. 

Lady T. Well, thou haft deſerved it; and fo, 
for once but hark! don't I hear the man mak- 
ing a noiſe yonder? Though, I think, now, we 
may compound for a little of his ill-hamour—— 

Truſty. III liſten. 

Lady T. Pr'ythee do. [ Truſty goes to the deor. 

 Trafly. Ay, they are at it, madam— he's in a bit- 
ter paſfton with poor Poundage——Blefs me! I 
believe he'll beat him Mercy on us, how the 
wretch ſwears | 

Lady T. And a ſober citizen too! that's a ſhame. 

Truffty. Ha ! I think all's filent of a ſudden—may 
be the porter has knocked him down—1'H ftep and 
ſee Exit Truſty. 

Lady T. Theſe trades- people are the trouble- 
ſomeſt creatures ! No words will fatisfy them. 

Truſty returns. 


=, 
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Truſty. Oh, madam ! undone, undone! My lord 
has juſt bolted out upon the man, and is hearing all 
his pitiful ſtory over If your lady ſhip pleaſes to 
come hither, you may hear him yourſelf. 

Lady T. No matter; it will come round preſent- 
1y : I ſhall have it from my lord, without loſing a 
word by the way, I'll warrant you. 

Trufly. Oh, lud, madam! here's my lord juft 
coming in. 

5 Lady T.. Do you get out of the way, then, [Exit 
Trufty.] I am afraid I waut fpirits; but he will 
ſoon give em me. 


Enter Lord Towxxv. 


Lord T. How comes it, madam, chat a tradeſ- 
man dares be clamorous in my houſe, for money due 


to him from you ? 
20 


Lady 7. Vou don t expect, my lord, * I ſhou 
anſwer for other people's impertinence. 

Lord T. I expect, madam, you ſhould anſwer 
for your own extravagancies, that are the occaſion 
of it—TI thought I had given you money three months 
ago, to ſatisfy all theſe fort of people. 

Lady T. Yes; but you ſee they never are to be 
ſatisfied. 

Lord T. Nor am I, madam, longer to be abuſed 
thus; what's become of the laſt five hundred I gave 
vou 20 5 

Lady T. Gone! 
Lord T. Gone! what way, madam ? 
Lady 7; Half the town over, I believe, by this 
time, 
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Lord T. Tis well; I ſee ruin will make no im- 
prota till it falls upon you. | 

_ Lady T. In ſhort, my lord, if money is > always 
the ſubje& of our converſation, I ſhall make * 
no anſwer. 

Lord T. Madam, madam, I will be heand, and 
make you anſwer. 

Lach T. Make me! Then I muſt Wil you, s my 
lord, this is a language [as II NY to, and 
1 won't bear it. 

Lord T. Come, come, en dons 
great deal more, before I part with you. + 
Lady T. My lord, if you inſult me, you ** 
as much to bear on your fide; I can aſſure you. 

Lord T. Pooh! your ſpirit grows ridieulou 
you have, neither Reon worth, nor innocence to 
ſupport it. 1 

Lady T. You'll find, at tleaft, I * wr Pow 
al do you look well to the provocation. ' 

Lord T. After thoſe you have given me, madam, 
Ys almoſt infamous to talk with ou. 

Lady T. I ſcorn your imputation, and your me- 
naces. The narrowneſs of your heart's your mo- 
nitor; *tis there, there, my lord, you are wounded ; 
you have leſs to complain of than many huſbands 
of an equal rank to you. 

Lord T. Death, e lids n upon 
your corporal merit, that your perſon's leſs tainted 
than your mind? Is it chere, there alone; an honeſt 
huſband can be injured? Have you nat every other 
vice that ean debaſe your birth, or ſtain the heart of 
woman? Is not your health, your beauty, huſband, 
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fortune, family diſelaimed, for nights conſumed in 


riot and extravagance? The wanton does no more; 
if ſhe conceals her ſhame, does leſs: and ſure the 
diffolute avowed, as forely wrongs my honour and 
my quiet. 

 LacyT. I ee, my lord, what ſort of wife might 
pleaſe you. 

Lord T. Ungrateful w#man 1 conkdfou have ſeen 
yourſelf, you in yourſelf had ſeen her I am 
amazed our legiſlature has left no precedent of a di- 
vorce, for this more viſible injury, this adultery of 
the mind, as well as that of the perſon ! When a 
woman's whole heart is alienated to pleaſures 1 have 
no ſhare in, what is it to me, whether a black ace, 
or a powdered coxcomb has pofleſfion of it. 

Lady T. If you have not found it yet, my lord, 
that is not the way to get poſſeſſion of mine, de- 
pend upon it. 

Tord T. That, madam, I have long deſpaired of; 
and ſince our happineſs cannot be mutual; tis fit 
that with our hearts, our perſbns too ſhould fepa- 
rate.— This houfe you fleep no more in: though 
your content might groſily feed upon the diſhonour 
of a huſband; yet my defires would ſtarve upon the 
features of a wife. 

Lady T. Your flyle, my lord, is much of the ſame 
delicacy with your fentiments of honour. 

Lord T. Madam, madam, this is no time for 
compliment I have done with you. 

Lady T. If we had never met, my lord, I had 
not broke my heart for it; but have a care, I may 
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not, perhaps, be ſo eaſily recalled as you may ima- 


gine. 
Leu 2 Recalled Who's there? 


Enter Servant. 
Deſire my ſiſter and Mr. Manly to walk up. | 
[Exit Serv. 

Lady T. My lord, you may proceed as you pleaſe ; 
but pray, what indiſcretians have I commuted, that 
are not daily practiſed by a hundred other women 
of quality ? 

Lord T. Tis not the number of ill wives, ma- 
dam, that makes the patience of a huſband leſs con- 
temptible: and though a bad one may the beſt man's 
lot, yet he'll make a better figure in the world, that 
keeps his misfortunes out of doors, than he that 
tamely keeps them within. 

Lady T. Idon't know what figure you may make, 
my lord; but I ſhall have no reaſon to be aſhamed 
of mine, in whatever company I may meet you. 

Lord T. Be ſparing of your ſpirit, madam; you'll 
need it to ſupport you. 


Emter Lady GAG] and Manny. 


Mr. Manly, I have an act of friendſhip to beg of 
you, which wants more * than words can 
make for it. 

Man. Then pray make none, my lord, that I may 
have the greater merit in obliging you. 

Lord T. Siſter, I have the ſame 2 to intreat 
of you, too. 

Lady G. To your requeſt, I beg, my lord. 

Lord 7. Thus then As you both were preſent 
at my ill-conſidered marriage, I now deſire you 
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each will be a witneſs of my determined ſeparation 
I know, fir, your good-nature, and my ſiſ- 
ter's, muſt be ſhocked at the office-I impoſed on 
you; but as I don't aſk your juſtification of my 
cauſe, ſo I hope you areconſcious——— that an ill 
woman cann't reproach you, if you are filent, on 
her ſide. 

Man. My lord, I never thought, till now, it could 
be difficult to oblige you. 

Lady G. [Aſide.] Heavens, how I tremble ! 

Lord T. For you, my Lady Townly, I need not 
here repeat the provocations of my parting with you 
the world, I fear, is too well informed of them 
For the good lord, your dead father's ſake, 
I. will ſtill ſupport you as his daughter As Lord 
Townly's wife, you have had every thing a fond 
huſband could beſtow, and (to our mutual ſhame I 
ſpeak it) more than happy wives defire——But 
thoſe indulgences muft end; ftate, equipage, and 
ſplendor, but ill becomes the vices that miſuſe them 
Ahe decent neceffaries of life ſhall be ſupplied 
but not one article to luxury ; not even the 
coach that waits to carry you from hence ſhall you 

ever uſe again. Your tender aunt, my Lady Love- 

more, with tears, this morning, has conſented to 
receive you; where, if time, and your condition, 
brings you to a due reflection, your allowance ſhall 
be increaſed but if you are ftill laviſh of your 
little, or pine for paſt licentious pleaſures, that lit- 
tle ſhall be leſs: nor will I call that ſoul my friend 
that names you in my hearing. 


Lady G. 2 heart bleeds for her. Ast. 
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Lord T. Oh, Manly, look there ! turn back thy 


thoughts with me, and witneſs to my growing love. 


There was a time, when I believed that form inca- 
pable of vice or of decay; there I propoſed the part- 
ner of an eaſy home; there I, for ever, hoped to 
find a cheerful companion, -an agreeable intimate, 


a faithful friend, a uſeful help-mate, and a tender 
mother but, oh, how bitter now thediſappoint- 


ment ! 


Man. The world is different in its ſenſe of happi- 


neſs; offended 3 as you are, I know you will ſtill be 


juſt. 

Lord T. Fear me not. 

Man. This laſt RN I ſee, has ſtruck her. 

[Afide. 

Lord T. No, let me not (though I this moment 
caſt her from my heart for ever) let-me not urge her 
puniſhment beyond her crimes I know the 
world is fond of any tale that ſeeds its appetite of 


ſcandal: and as I am conſcious ſeverities of this kind 


ſeldom fail of imputations toq- groſs to mention, I 
here, before you both, acquit her of the leaſt ſuſ- 
picion raiſed againſt the honour of my bed. There - 
fore, when abroad her conduct may be queſtioned, 
do her fame that juſtice. 

Lady T. Oh, fiſter! ‚ 
[Turns to Lady Grace, weeping; 

3 T. When I am ſpoken of, where without 
favour this action may be canvaſſed, relate but half 
my provocations, and give me up to cenſure. ¶ Going. 

Lady T. Support me! ſave me! hide me from the 


world! | ; [Falling on Lady Grace: necks 
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Tord T. [Retarning.]J—I had forgot me Lou 
have no ſhare in my reſentment, therefore, as you 
have lived in friendſhip with her, your parting may 
admit of gentler terms than ſuit the honour of an 
injured huſband. [ers to go out. 
Man. ¶ Interpofing.) My lord, you muſt not, ſhall 
not leave her thus! One moment's ſtay can do your 
caufe no wrong! If looks can ſpeak the anguiſh of 
her heart, I'll anſwer with my life, there's ſome- 
thing labouring in her mind, that would you bear 
the hearing, might deſerve it. 

Lord T. Confider ! fince we no more can meet, 

preſs not my ſtaying to inſult her. 
Tad 7. Yet ſtay, my lord— the little I would 
ſay will not deſerve an inſult; and, undeſerved, I 
know your nature gives it not. But as you've called 
in friends, to witneſs your reſentment, let them be 
equal hearers of my laſt reply. 

Lord T. I ſha'n't refuſe you that, madam 
be it ſo. 

Lady T. My lord, you ever have complain'd I 
wanted love; but as you kindly have allowed I 
never gave it to another; ſo, when you hear the 
ftory of my heart, though you may ftill complain, 
you will not wonder at my coldneſs. 

Lady G. This promiſes a reverfe of temper. 

| [ Apart. 

Man, This, my lord, you are concerned to hear. 

Lord T. Proceed, I am attentive. 

Lady T. Before I was your bride, my lord, the 
flattering world had talked me into beauty : which, 
at my glaſs, my youthful vanity confirmed. Wild 
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with that fame, I thought mankind. my ſlaves, I 
triumphed over hearts, while all my pleaſure was 
their pain: yet was my own ſoequally inſenſible to 
all, that when a father's firm commands enjoined 
me to make choice of one, I even there declined the 
liberty he gave, and to his own election yielded up 
my youth=——his tender care, my lord, directed him 
to you Oiur hands were joined! But ftill my 
heart was wedded to its folly! My only joy was 
power, command, ſociety, profuſeneſs, and to lead 
in pleaſures! The huſband's right to rule I thought 
a vulgar law, which only the deformed or meanly- 
ſpirited obeyed! I knew no directors, but my paſs 
fions ; no maſter, but my will! Even you, my lord, 
ſome time o'ercome by love, was pleaſed with my 
delights; nor, then, foreſaw this mad. miſuſe of 
your indulgence———And, though I call myſelf 
ungrateful, while I own it, yet, as a truth it cannot 
be denied——that kind indulgence has undone me ; 
it added ſtrength to my habitual failings, and in a 
heart thus warm, in wild unthinking life, no wonder 
if the gentler ſenſe of love was loſt. 

Tord T. Oh, Manly! where has this creature's 
heart been buried? [ Apart. 

Man. If yet . vaſt the trea- 
fare! - Abart. 

Lady T. What I have ſaid, my lord, is not my 
extuſe, but my confeſſion; my errors (give em, if 
you pleaſe, a harder name) cannot be defended ! 
No! What's in its nature wrong, no words can 
palliate, no plea can alter! What then remains in 
my condition, but refignation to your pleaſure? 
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Time only can convince you of my future con- 
duct: therefore, till I have lived an object of for- 
giveneſs, I dare not hope for pardon The pe. 
nance of a lonely contrite life were little to the in- 
nocent; but to have deſerved this ſeparation, will 
ſtrow perpetual thorns upon my pillow. 

Lady G. Oh, happy, heavenly hearing. 
* LadyT. Siſter, farewell! [ Kiſſing her.] Your vir- 
tue needs no warning from the ſhame that falls on 
me: but when you think I have atoned my follies 
paſt—perſuade your injured brother to forgive them. 
Tord 7. No, madam! your errors thus renounced, 
this inſtant are forgotten! So deep, ſo due a ſenſe 
.of them, has made you, what my utmoſt wiſhes 
formed, and all my heart has fighed for. 
. Lady 7. [Turning to Lady Grace.) How odious 
does this goodneſs make me! - "FI 

Lady G. How amiable.your thinking ſo! 

Lord T. Long parted friends, that paſs through 
eaſy voyages of life, receive but common gladneſs 
in their meeting: but from a ſhipwreck ſaved, we 
mingle tears with our embraces! 
: | [Embracing Lady Townly. 
. Lady T. What words! what love! what duty can 

repay ſuch obligations ! 

Lord T. Preſerve but this defire to pleaſe, your 

ower is endleſs, 
Lach T. Oh !—till this moment, never did: I 
know, my lord, I had a heart to give you. 

Lord F. By Heaven ! this yielding hand, when 
firſt it gave you to my wiſhes, preſented not a trea- 
ſure more deſirable! Oh, Manly! fiſter ! as you 
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have often ſhared m my diſquiet, partake of my fe- 
licity ! my new-born joy, ſec here the bride of my 
deſires! This may be called my wedding-day. 

Lady G. Siſter, (for now, methinks, that name 
is dearer to my heart than ever) let me congratu- 
late the happineſs that opens to you. 

Man. Long, long, and mutual may it low—— 

Lord T. To make our happineſs complete, my 
dear, join here with me to give a hand, that amply 
will repay the obligation. 

Lady T. Siſter, a day like this 

Lady G. Admits of no excuſe againſt the general 

[tiver her hand to Manly. 


joy. 
Man. A joy Uke mine —deſpairs of words to 


ſpeak it. 
Lord T. Oh, Manly, how the name of friend 
endears the brother! [Embracing him. 
Man. Your words, my lord, will warm me to de- 


ſerve them. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. My lord, the apartments are full of maſ- 
queraders——And ſome people of quality there de- 
ſire to ſee your lordſhip and my lady. 


Lady T. I thought, my lord, your orders had 
forbid their revelling ? 


Lord T. No, my dear, Manly has defired their 


admittance to-night; it ſeems, upon 'a particular 
occafion——Say we will wait upon them inftantly, 
[Exit Servant. 

Lady T. I ſhall be but ill company to them. 
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Lord T. No matter : not to ſee them, would on 
a fudden be too particular. Lady Grace will aſſiſt 
you to entertain them. 

Lady T. With her, my lord, I ſhall be alway, 
eaſy——Sifter, to your unerring virtue I now com. 
mit the guidance of my future day 


Never the paths of pleaſure more to tread, 
But vbere your guarded innocence ſhall lead; 
For in the marriage-ſlate the world muſt own 

To mate it mutual nature points the way : 

La huſbands govern ; gentle wives obey. [Exeunt. 


— — * 


SCENE 7I.. 


« Opening to another Apartment diſcovers a great nun- 
© ber of people in maſquerade, talking all together, and 

* playing upon one another. Lady Wronghead a: 
60 e 0:94,Aks Jenny as a nun; the Sguire as 0 
running footmen ; and the Count in a domino. Af- 

8 ee Lond nd La eee 
“ Grace, enter to them unmaſted. 


Tord T. So! here's a great deal of company. 

* Lady T. A great many people, my lord, but 
* no eompany as you'll find——for here's one 
„ now that ſeems to have a mind to entertain us. 

« [4 Maſh, after ſome aſſtcted geſture, maler up to 
* Lady Townly. 

« Maſt. Well, dear Lady Townly, ſha'n't we ſee 

« yau by-and-by ? 


Aer V. THE PRO VOK D HUSBAND. 


« Lady T. I don't know you, madam. 
« Maſt. Don't you ſeriouſly? [/n a Jelly tone, 

« Lady T. Not I, indeed. 

« Maſk. Well, that's charming; but cann't you 
by. a 
« Lady T. Yes, I could gueſs wrong, I believe. 

« Maſt. That's what I'd have you do. i 

* Lady T. But, madam, if I. don't know you at 
« all, is not that as well? 

« Maſh. Ay, but you do know me. 

« Lady T. Dear fiſter, take her off o my hands; 
theres no bearing this. [ Apart. 

«Lady G. I fancy I know you, madam. | 

« Maſk. I fancy you don't; what makes you 
„think you do? 

« Lady G. Becauſe I have heard you talk. 

« Maſt. Ay, but you don't know my voice, I'm 
« ſure. 

« Lady G. There is ſomething in your wit and 
humour, madam, ſo very much your own, it is 
„ impoſſible you can be any body but my Lady 
« Trifle, | 

% Maſh. ¶ Unnafting.) Dear Lady Ge? thou 
« art a charming creature. 

« Lady G. Is there nobody elſe we know here? 

„ Ma. Oh dear, yes! I have found out fifty 
„ already. 

Lady G. Pray who are they? 

« Maſk. Oh, charming company! there's Lady 
®* Ramble——Lady Riot—Lady Kill- care 
Lady Squander——Lady Strip——Lady Pawn 
Hand the Dutcheſs of Single Guinea, 
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* Lord T. Is it not hard, my dear, that people 
* of ſenſe and probity are ſometimes forced to ſeem 
« og of ſuch company ? [ Apart. 
* Lady T. My lord it will always give me pain 
© to remember their acquaintance, but none todrop 
* it immediately. L el [Apart 
* Lady G. But you have given us no account of 
* the men, madam. Are they good for any thing? 
© Maſe. Oh, yes, you muſt know, I always find 
out them by their endeavours to find out me. 
Lady G. Pray, who are they? 
 * Maſe. Why, for your men of tip-top wit and 
6 pleaſure, ' about town, there's my Lord—Bite— 
« Lord Archwag—Young Brazen-wit—Lord Tim- 
© berdown—Lord Joint-life—and——Lord Mort- 
„gage. Then for your pretty fellows only—there's 
Sir Powder-Peacock———Lord Lapwing—Billy 
Ma gpie Beau Frightful——Sir Paul Plaifter- 
* crown, and the Marquis of Monkey- man. 
. © Lady G. Right! and theſe are the fine gentle- 
© men that never want elbow-room at an aſſembly. 
«* Maſk. The reſt, I ſuppoſe, by their tawdry 
* hired habits, are tradeſmen's wives, inns-of-court 
beaux, Jews, and kept miſtreſſes. 
Lord. T. An admirable collection! 
Lady G. Well, of all our public diverſions, I 
* am amazed how this, that is ſo very expenſive, 
« and has ſo little to ſhew for oo" can draw ſo much 
* company together. 
Tord T. Oh, if it were not expenfive, the bet- 
% tex ſort would not come into it: and becauſe mo- 
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„ ney can purchaſe a ticket, the common people 
« ſcorn to be kept out of it. 

« Maſe. Right, my lord. Poot Lady Grace! 1 
« ſuppoſe you are under the ſame aſtoniſhment, 
that an opera ſhould draw ſo much good company. 

„Lady G. Not at all, madam: its an eaſier 
matter ſure to gratify the ear, than the under- 
* ſtanding. But have you no notion, madam, of 
receiving pleaſure and profit at the ſame time? 

" Maſe. Oh, quite none! unleſs it be ſometimes 
„winning a great ſtake; laying down a vole, ſans 

* prendre, may come up, to the in. pleaſure 
„you were ſpeaking of. 

Lord T. Vou ſeem attentive, my dear? [ Apart. 

„Lady T. I am, my lord; and amazed at my 
„own follies, ſo ſtrongly painted in another wo- 
man. [ Apart. 

Lady G. But ſee, my lord, we had beſt adjourn 
* our debate, I believe, for here are ſome. maſks 
that ſeem to have a mind to divert other people as 


well as themſelves. 


Lord T. The leaſt we can do is to give them a 
clear ſtage then. 
[A dance of maſts here in warieus charter. 


„This was a favour extraordinary. 


Enter Maxx. 


* Oh, Manly, I thought we had loſt you. 

* Man. I aſk pardon, my lord: but I have been 
* obliged to look a little after my country family. 

* Lord T. Well, Pray, what have you done wick 


„ them? 
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Man. They are all in the houſe here, among 
the maſks, my lord; if your lordſhip has curioſity 
© enough to ſtep into a lower apartment, in three 
% minutes III give you an ample account of chem. 
* Lord T. Oh, by all means: we'll wait upon you. 

* [ The ſcene ſhuts upon the maſts to @ ſmaller 


 ManLY re-enters with Sir Francis WRONGHEAD., 


Sir Fran. Well, couſin, you have made my very 
hair ſtond on end! Waunds! if what you tell me 
be true, I'll tuff my whole family into a ſtage-coach, 
and trundle them into the country again on Monday 
morning. 

. Man. Stick to that, fir, and we may yet find a 
way to redeem all. In che mean time, place your- 
ſelf behind this ſcreen, and for the truth of what 1 
have told you, take the evidence of your own ſenfes: 
but be ſure you keep cloſe till I give you the ſignal. 

Sir Fran. Sir, I'll warrant you-—Ah, my Lady 
my Lady Wronghead ! What a bitter buſineſs have 
vou drawn me into. 

Man. Huſh ! to your poſt; here comes one couple 
already. 

[Sir Francis retires behind the ſereen. Exit Manly. 


Enter My &T1L4A with *Squire Ric hARD. 


*Squ. Rich. What, is this the doctor's chamber? 
Hr. Yes, yes, ſpeak ſoftly. 

*$qu. Rich. Well, but where is he? 

Myr. He'll be ready for us preſently, but he ſays 
he cann't do us the good turn without witneſſes: ſo, 


ays 


ſo, 
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when the count and your fiſter come, you know he 
and you may be fathers for one another. 

*$qu. Rich. Well, well, tit for tat! ay, ay, that 
will be friendly. 

Myr. And ſee, here they come. 


Enter Count Bass zr, ond Miſe Iæunr. 


Count Baſ. So, ſo, here's your brother and his 
bride, before us, my dear. 

Jenny. Well, Lvow, my heart's pan? 
I thought I ſhould never have got rid of mamma; 
but while ſhe ſtood gaping upon the dance, I gave 
her the lip! Lawd, do but feel how it beats here. 

Count Baſ. Oh, the pretty flutterer ! I proteſt, my 
dear, you have put me into the ſame palpitation ! 
Jenny. Ay, ſay you ſo but let's ſee now 
Oh, lud! I vow it thumps purely—well, well, I ſee 
it will do, and ſo where's the parſon? 
Count Baſ. Mrs. Myrtilla, will you be ſo good as 


to ſee if the doctor's ready for us? 
Myr. He only ftaid for you, fir: Dll fetch him 
immediately. [Lui 


Jenny. Pray, fir, am I not to take place of mam- 
ma, when I'm a counteſs? 

Count Baſ. No doubt on't, my dear. 

Jenny. Oh, lud! how her back will be up then, 
when ſhe meets me at an afſembly; or you and I in 
our coach-and-fix at Hyde-Park together ! 

Count Baſ. Ay, or when ſhe hears the box-keep- 
ers at an opera, — Baſffet's 


ſervants ! 


\ 
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Jenny. Well, I ſay it, that will be delicious! 
And then, mayhap, to have a fine gentleman, with 
a ſtar and a what-d'ye-call-um ribbon, lead me to 
my chair, with his hat under his arm all the way! 
Hold up, ſays the chairman; and ſo, ſays I, ny 
lord, your humble ſervant. I ſuppoſe, madam, ſays 
he, we ſhall ſee you' at my Lady Quadrille's? Ay, 
ay, to be ſure, my lord, ſays I—So in ſwops me, 
with my hoop ſtuffed up to my forehead ; and away 
they trot, ſwing ! ſwang ! with my taſſels dangling, 
and my flambeaux blazing, and——Oh, it's a 
charming thing to. be a woman of quality ! 

. Count * Well! I ſee that, plainly, my dear, 
there's ne'er. a dutcheſs of *em all will become an 
equipage like you. 

Jenny. Well, well, do you find equipage, and 
Ti find airs, I warrant you. 


« SONG. 


« What though they call me country laſs, 
« Tread it plainly in my glaſs, 


*% That for a dutcheſs I might paſs ; 
* Ob, could I ſee the day ! 
* Would fortune but attend my call, 
* At park, at play, at ring and ball, 
* Pd brave the proudeft of them all, 
Tx 00S W the way. 


4 Surrecedul by a crowd of beaus, ' © 
Vith ſmart toupees, and powder'd clothes, 
At rivals I'd turn up my noſe ;, 
« Oh, could Þ ſee the day ! 


2 3 — 3- 
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1 %, d dart ſuch glances from theſe eyes, 
h e Should make ſome lord or duke my prize 2 

« And then, oh, how I'd tyrannize, 


1 | © With a fland y car the way. 


« 0h, then for ev'ry new delight, 

For equipage and diamonds bright, | 

* Quadrille, and plays, and balls all night ; 
«Oh, could I ſee the day! | 

© Of love and joy I'd take my fill, 

« The tedious hours of life to kill, 

In ev'ry thing I'd have my will, 

« With a fland by——clear the way. 


Sau. Rich. Troth! I think this maſquerading's 
the merrieſt game that ever I ſaw in my life! 
Thof* in my mind, and there were but a little 
wreſtling, or cudgel-playing naw, it would help it 
hugely. But what a- rope makes the parſon ſtay ſo ? 

Count Baſ. Oh, here he comes, I believe. 


Enter MrarizLa, with a conflable. 


Conff, Well, madam, pray which is the party 
that wants a ſpice of my office here? 
Myr. That's the gentleman. | 
[ Pointing to the Count. 
Count Baſ. Hey-day ! what, in — doc- 
tor? 

Cogſt. Doctor! Sir, I believe you have mifta- 
ken your man: but if you are called Count Baſſet, 
[ have a billet-doux in my hand for you, that will 


ſet you right preſently. 
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Count Baſ. What the devil's che meaning * all 
this? 

Conſt. Only my Lord Chief Juſtice s warrant 
againſt you for forgery, fir. _ 

Count Baſ. Blood and thunder ! 

Conſt. And ſo, fir, if you pleaſe to pull off your 
fool's frock there, I'll wait upon you to the next 
juſtice of peace immediately. ; 

Jenny. Oh, ring what's the non) 

[ T rembling, 

Count Baſ. Oh, nothing, only a maſquerading 
frolick, my dear. | 

*$qu. Rich. Oh, ho, is that all: 

Sir Fran. No, firrah! that is not all ? 

[Sir Francis coming ſoftly behind the Squire, bnocks 

him down with his cane. 


Enter Marv. 
Sgu. Rich, Oh, lawd ! Oh, lawd ! he has 1 


ten my brains out. 
Man. Hold, hold, Sir Francis, 1 a little 
mercy upon my poor godſon, pray fir. 
Sir Fran. Wounds, couſin, I ha'n't patience. 
' Count Baſ. Manly! nay then I'm blown to the 
devil. | . [Afde. 
op Rich. Oh; my head! my head ! 


Enter Lady Wxox GHEAD. 
_ Lady Wrong. What's the matter here,  gentle- 


men? For Heaven's ſake! Mhat, are you murder- 
ing my children ? 

; Conf. No, no, madam ! no — * ! only a lit- 
tle ſuſpicion of felony, that's all. 


= + _—_ }_ mz" 
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Sir Fran. [To Jenny.] And for you, Mrs. Hot- 
upon't, I could find in my heart to make you wear 
that habit as long as you live, you jade you. Do 
you know, huſſy, that you were within two mi- 
nutes of marrying a pickpocket. | 

Count Baſ. So, ſo, all's out I find. Aldi. 

Jenny. Oh, the mercy ! why, pray, papa, is not 
the count a man of quality then ? 

Sir Fran. Oh, yes, one of the unhanged ones, it 
ſeems. 

| Lady Wrong. [ Afide.) Married! Oh, the con- 
dent thing! There was his urgent buſineſs then— 
{lighted for her! I ha'n't patience !—-and, for 
ought I know, I have been all this while ue 
2 friendſhip with a highwayman. | | 

Man. Mr. Conſtable, ſecure there. 

Sir Fran. Ah, my lady ! my lady ! this comes of 
your journey to London: but now I'll have a fro- 
lic of my own, madam ; therefore pack up your 
trumpery this very night, for the mament- my horſes 
are able to crawl, you and your brats ſhall make 
a journey into the country again. 

Lady Wrong. Indeed, you are miſtaken, Sir 
Francis—I ſhall not ſtir out of town yet, I promiſe 
you. 

Sir Fran. Not ſtir? Waunds, AEGIS 

Man. Hold, fir !—if you'll give me leave a little 
—1 fancy I ſhall prevail with my lady to think bet- 
ter on't./ 

Sir 8 Ah, couſin, you are a friend indeed! 

Man. [| Apart to my lady.) Look you, madam, as 
to the favour you deſigned me, in ſending this ſpu- 

G 2 
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rious letter incloſed to my Lady Grace, all the re- 
venge I have taken, is to have ſaved your ſon and 
daughter from ruin.——Now if you will take them 
fairly and quietly into the country again, I will ſave 
your ladyſhip from ruin. 

Lady Wrong. What do you mean, fir? 

Man. Why, Sir Francis—ſhall never know what 
is in this letter; look upon it. How it came into 
my hands you ſhall know at leiſure. 


Lady Wrong. Ha! my billet-doux to the count! 


and an appointment in it! I ſhall fink with conſu- 
non! 
Man. What ſhall I ſay to Sir F rancis, madam? 
Lady Wrong. Dear fir, I am in ſuch a trembling! 
preſerve my honour, and I amall obedience. 


[Apart to Manly. 


Man. Sir Francis my lady is ready to receive 


your commands for her journey, whenever you pleaſe 


to appoint it, 
Sir Fres. Ah, coufin, I doubt I am oblige 


you for it. 


Man. Come, come, Sir Francis, * it as you 


find it.. Obedience in a wife is a good thang, 
though it were never ſo wonderful !——And now, 


fir, we have nothing to do but to diſpoſe of this gen - 


tleman. 


Count Baſ. Mr. Manly; fir, I hope you. wont 


ruin me. 


Man. Did you not forge this note for five hun- 


dred pounds, fir? 
Count Baſ. Six—l ſee you know the world, abd 


therefore I ſhall not pretend to prevarieate But 
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it has hurt nobody yet, fir; I beg you will not ſtig- 
matize me; fince you ine ſpoiled my fortune in 
one family, I hope you won't be ſo cruel to a young 
fellow, as to put- it out of my power, fir, to make 
it in another, fir. 

Man. Look you, fir, I have not much time to 
waſte with you: but if you expect mercy yourſelf, 
you muſt ſhew it to one you have been cruel to. 

Count Baſ. Cruel, fir! 

Man. Have you not ruined this young woman? 
Count Baſ. I, fir! 

Man. I know you have therefore you cann't 
blame her, if, in the fact you are charged with, ſhe 
is a principal witneſs againſt you. However, you 
have one, and only one chance to get off with, 
Marry her this inftant——and you take off her 
evidence. 2 N 

Count Baſ. Dear fir 
Man. No words, fir; a wife or a mittimus. 

Count Baſ. Lord, ar! this is the moſt uumerci- 
ful mercy! ! 

Man. A private penance, or a public one 
Conſtable. 

Count Baſ. Hold, fir, fince you are pleaſed t to 
give me my choice, I will not make ſo ill a compli- 
ment to the lady, as not to give her the preference. 

Man. It muſt be done this minute, fir: the * 
lain you expected is till within call. 

Count Baſ. Well, fir, —fince it muſt be ſo—— 
Come, ſpouſe I am not the firſt of the fraternity, 
that has run his head into one nooſe, | to keep it out 
of another. 
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Myr. Come, fir, don't, repine: marriage is at 
worſt but playing upon the ſquare. 

Count Baſ. Ay, but the worſt of _ match too, 
is the devil. 

Man. Well, fir, t to let you ſee it is not ſo bad as 
you think it; as a reward for her honeſty, in de- 
tecting your practices, inſtead of. the forged bill you 
would have put upon her, there's a real one of five 

hundred pounds to begin a new honey-moon with. 
+ - | [Gives it to Myrtilla. 

Count Baſ. Sir, this is ſo generous an act 

Man. No compliments, dear fir——I am not at 
leiſure now to receive them. Mr. Conſtable, will 
you be ſo good as to wait upon this gentleman into 
the next room, and give this lady in marriage to 
him? 

Conft. Sir, I'll do it faithfully. F 

Count Baſ. Well, five hundred will ſerve to make 
a handſome puſh with, however, 

[Exeunt Count Baſ. Myr. and Conſtable. 

Sir Fran, And that I may be ſure my family's 
rid of him for ever—come, my lady, let's even take 
our children along with us, and be all witneſs of 
the ceremony. 

¶Exeunt Sir Fran. Lady Wrong. Miſe and Squire. 

Man. Now, my lord, you may enter. 


Enter Lord and Lady TownLr, and Lady GRA. 
Lord T. $0, fir, I give you joy of your negoci- 


ation. 
Man. You — CIR it all, I preſume, 
Lady G. From firſt to laſt, fir. 
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Lord T. Never were knayes and fools better dif- 
poſed of. f 

Mun. A ſort of a juſtice, my lord, not 
much above the judgment of a modern comedy. 

Lord T. To heighten that reſemblance, I think, 


ſiſter, there only wants your rewarding the hero of 


the fable, by naming the day of his happineſs. - 
Lady G. 'This day, to-morrow, every hour, I 
hope, of life to come, will ſhew I want not incli- 
nation to complete it. 
Man. Whatever I may want, line oh you will 
always find endeavours to deſerve you. 
Lord T. Then all are happy. a 
Lady 7. Siſter, I give you joy * 
happieſt pair can boaſt. ; 
In you, meihinks, as in a glaſs, I ſee, 
The happineſs, that once ad vanc d to me. 
So vifeble the bliſs, ſo plain the way, 
How was it poſſuble my ſenſe could ſtray ? 
But now, @ convert to this truth I come, 
T hat married happineſs i it never found from 1 
: LExeunt omnes 


» Ii a. 


* — — 


„— — — — 6 — 


EPILOGUE. 


* 8 bi Þ i ——— 


— 


2 


METHINKS I hear ſome powder'2 criticks ſay ; 
Damn it, this wife reform d has ſpoil'd the play 

* The coxcomb ſhould have drawn her more in faſhion, 
* Have gratified her ſofter inclination, 

Have tipt her a gallant, and clinch'd the provocation,” 
But there our bard flopp'd ſhort : for *tewere uncivil 

T* have a modern belle, all fer @ devil! © 

He hop'd, 'in honour of the ſex, the age 

Would hear one mended woman on the ſlage. 


From whence, you ſee, by common ſenſe's rules, 
Wives might be govern'd, were not huſband's fools, 
Mhate er by nature dames are prone to do, 

T hey ſeldom ſtray but when they govern you. 
When the wild wife perceives her deary tame, 

No wonder then ſbe plays him all the game. 

But men of ſenſe meet rarely that diſaſter ; 
Women take pride where merit is their maſter : 
Nay, ſhe that with a weak man wiſely lives, 

Will ſeem t' obey the due commands he gives 
Happy obedience is no more a wonder, 

When men are men, and keep them kindly under. 
But modern conſorts are ſuch high bred creatures, 

T hey think a huſband's power degrades their features : 
That nothing more proclaims a reigning beauty, 
Than that ſhe never was reproach'd with duty. 
And that the greateſt bleſſing Heav'n &er ſent, 

Is in a ſpouſe, incurious and content. 
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To give ſuch dames a diffrent caſ of thought, 
By calling home the mind, theſe ſcenes were wrought. 
If with a hand too rude the taſt is done, 
We hope the ſcheme, by Lady Grace laid down, 
Will all ſucb freedom with the ſex atone, 
That virtue there unſoid, by modiſh art. 
Throws out attractions for a Manly's heart. 


You, you, then, ladies, ewvhoſe unqueſtion'd lives 
Give you the foremoſt fame of happy wives, 
Protect, for its attempt, this helpleſs play ; 
Nor leave it to the vulgar taſte a prey ; 
Appear the frequent champions of its cauſe, 
Dire8 the crowd, and give your ſelves applauſe. 
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n Written and ſpoken by SAMUEL FooTE, Eſq. A 
— 


To- Vier. be it bnown to box, gall"ry, and pit 
Will be open d the beſt f ſummer-warechouſe for dit 
The new manufacture, Foote and Co. wndertabers ; 
Play, pantomime, opera, farce—by the makers ! 

We feorn, like our brethren, our fortunes to owe 

To Shakeſpere and Southern, to Otway and Rowe. 
Though our judgment may err, yet our juflice is ſhewn, 
For wwe promiſe to mangle no works but our own. 

And moreover on this you may firmly rely, 

If we can't make you laugh, that we won't make you cry. 
For Roſcius, who knew we were mirth-loving ſouls, 
Has lock*d up his lightning, his daggers, and bowls. 
Reſolv'd that in buſkins no hero ſhall Ralk, 

He has ſbut us quite out of the tragedy wall. 

No blood, no blank-ver ſe and in ſbort we're undone, 
Unleſs you're contented with frolic and fun. 


If tir'd of her round in the Ranelagh-mill, 
There ſhould be but one female inclin'd to fit flill ; 
If blind to the beauties, or fick of the ſquall, 

A party ſhould fbun to catch cold at Vauxhall; 


+ Mr. Gaznicx, at this time, had let his 
| , , playhouſe for the 
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Fat Sadler's ſweet Wells the made wine ſhould be thick, 
T he cheeſe-cakes turn ſour, or Miſs Wilkinſon ict ; 
Tf the fume of the pipes ſhould oppreſs you in June, 

Or the tumblers be lame, or the bells out of tune ; 

T hope you will call at our warehouſe in Drury: 
Me ve à curious afſortment of goods, I afſure you ; 
Domeſtic and foreign, and all kinds of wares ; 
Engliſh cloths, iriſh linen, and French petenlairs ! ! 


1f for want of good cuſtom, or laſſes in trade, 
The poetical partners ſhould bankrufts be made : 
1f from dealings too large, we plunge deeply in debt, 
And WHEREAS iſſue out in the Muſes' Gazette ; 
We'll on you our aſſigns for C£xTIF1CaTEs call; 
Though inſolvent, we're boneft, and give up our all. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
b 12 


The Park. Eater 8 ee and Resta, | 


E | 


Sir Jobs. 


Sis John Reſtleſs! Sir John Refileſs! thou haſt 
played the fool with a vengeance. | What devil 
whiſpered thee to marry ſuch a woman? — Robert, 
you have been a faithful ſervant, and I value you. 
Did your lady go out at this door here into the Park, 

or did n 101 

Rob. This door, fir. 
| Sir John. Robert, I will never live in « boyſe 
again that has two n it. 

. Rob. Sir! 

. &ir Fohn, I will give warning to my landlord in- 
lantly. The eyes of Argus are not ſufficient to 
watch the motions of a wife, where there is a ſtreet 
door, and a back-door, to favour her eſcapes. 

Rob. Upon my word, fir, I wiſh—you will par- 
don my boldneſs, fir,—I wiſh you would ſhake off 
this uneafineſs that preys upon your ſpirits. It 
grieves me to the heart,—it does, indeed, fir, to ſee 
you in his way: baniſh your ſuſpicions: you have 
babe 2008 £7 7: 
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conceived ſome ſtrange averſion, 1 am afraid, to 
my lady, fir. | 

Sir Jalm. No, Robert; no averſion : in ſpite of 
me I dote upon her ſtill. 

Rob. Then why will you not think generouſly, 
fir, of the Oe you love? "oP lady, I dare be 
ſworn— + 

Sir John, Is falſe to me. That a 5 
whole life. I love her, and ſhe repays me with in- 
gratitude, with perfidy, with falſehood, with 

Rob. I dare be fworn, fir, ſhe is a woman of 
honour. 

Sir John. Robert, I have conſidered you as 3 
friend in my houſe : don't you yy me too : don't 
attempt to juſtify her. 

Rob. Dear fir, if you will but give me leave: you 
have been an indulgent maſter to me, and I am only 
concerned for-your welfare. You married my lady 
for love, and I have heard you fo warm in her praiſe: 
why will you go back from thoſe ſentiments ? 

Sir John. Jes, I married her for love Oh! love! 
love! what miſchief doſt thou not occaſion in this 
world? Yes, Robert, I married her for love. When 

firſt I ſaw her, I was not ſo much ſtruck with her 
beauty, as with that air of an ingenuous mind that 


appeared in her countenance; her features did not 


| ſo much charm me with their ſymmetry, as that ex- 
preſſion of ſweetneſs, that ſmile that indicated affa- 

bility, modeſty, and compliance. But, honeſt Ro- 
bert, I was deceived; I was not a month married, 
when I ſaw her practiſing thoſe very ſmiles at her 
glaſs: I ſaw through the artifice; plainly ſaw there 
was nothing natural in her manner, but all forced, 
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all ſtudied, put on with her head-dreſs: I was 
alarmed; I reſolved to watch her from that mo- 
ment, and I have ſeen ſuch things! 

Rob. Upon my word, fir, I believe you wrong 
her, and wrong yourſelf: you build on groundleſs 
ſurmiſes ; you make yourſelf unhappy, and my lady 
too; and by being conſtantly uneaſy, and never 
ſhewing her the leaſt love, you'll forgive me, fir. 

you fill her mind with ge ſuſpicions, and ſo 
te miſchief is done. 

Sir Fohn. Suſpicions, Robert? 

Rob. Yes, fir, ſtrange ſuſpicions !— My lady finds 
herſelf treated with no degree of tenderneſs; the 1 in- 
fers that your inclinations are fixed elſewhere, and 
ſo ſhe is become—you will pardon my blum honefty 
—ſhe is become downright jealous, —as jealous as 
yourſelf, fir. | | 

Sir Fohn. Oh! Robert, you are little read in the 
arts of women; you little know the intricacies of 
their conduct; the mazes through which they walk, 
ſhifting, turning, winding, running into devious 
paths, but tending all through a labyrinth to the 
temple of Venus. You cannot ſee, that all her pre- 
tences to ſuſpect me of infidelity are merely a coun- 
ter · plot to cover her on looſe defigns: it is but a 
gauze covering, though; it is ſeen through, and 
only ſerves to ſhew her guilt the more. 

Rob. Upon my word, Sir John, I cannot ſe 

Sir John. No, Robert; I know you cann't. Her 
ſuſpicions of me all make againft her; they are fe- 
male ſtratagems, and yet it is but 100 true that ſhe 
ſill is near my heart. Oh! Robert, Robert, when 
I have watched her at a play, or elſewhere; when I 
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have counted her oglings, and her whiſperings, her 
ſtolen glances, and her artful leer, with the cunning 
of her ſex, ſhe has pretended to be as watchful of 
me: diſſembling, falſe, deceitful woman! 
. Rob. And yet, I dare aſſure you 
Sir Jobn. No more; I am not to be deceived; l 
know her thoroughly, and now, — now has not 
ſhe eſcaped out of my houſe, even now ? 

Rob. But with no bad deſign, 

Sir John. I am the beſt judge of that: which 
way did ſhe go? 

-'. Rob. Acroſs the Park, fir; that way towards the 
Horſe Guards. 

Sir John. Towards the Horſe Guards !——there, 
—there,—there, the thing is evident : you may go 
an, Robert. | 

Rob. Indeed, fir, I 
Sir Jobn. Goin, I ſay ; go in. 

Rob. There is no perſuading him to his own 
good. [ Exit. 
Sir Fohn. [ Alone.) Gone towards the Horſe Guards! 
my head aches; my forehead burns; I am cutting 
my horns. Gone towards the Horſe Guards !—T'll 
purſue her thither; if I find her, the time, the place, 
all will inform againſt her. Sir John! Sir John; 
you were a madman to marry ſuch a woman. [ Exit. 


Enter BzverLzy and BzLLMoNT, at oppoſite Sides. 
Bev. Ha! my dear Bellmont? a fellow ſufferer 


in love is a companion well met. 

Biel. Beverley, I rejoice to ſee you. | _ 
Bev. Well! I ſuppoſe the ſame cauſe has brought 
us both into the Fark: both come to ligh our amo- 
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rous vows in the friendly gloom of yonder walk. 
Belinda keeps a perpetual war of love and grief, 
and hope and fear in my heart: and let me ee 
[Lays his hand on Bellmont's brea/t.] how fares all 
here? I fancy my ſiſter is a little buſy with you. 

Bel. Buſy ! ſhe makes a perfect riot there. Not 
one wink the whole night. Oh! Clariſſa, her form 
ſo animated! her eyes ſo 

Bev. Pr truee: I have not leiſure to at- 
tend to her praiſe: a ſiſter's praiſe too ! the greateſt 
merit I ever could ſee in Clariſſa is, that the loves 
you freely and ſincerely. 
Bel. And to be even with you, fir, your Belinda ! 
upon my ſoul, notwithſtanding all your laviſh praiſes, 
her higheſt perfection, in my mind, is her ſenfibi- 
lty to the merit of my friend. 

Bev. Oh! Bellmont! ſuch a girl! 


Scarce can I to Heay'n excuſe 
The devotion which I uſe 
Vato that adored dame 


But tell me honeſtly now, do you think ſhe has ee 
betrayed the leaſt regard for me? 

Bel. How can you, who have ſuch mining 
proofs, how can you aſk ſuch a queſtion? That un- 
eaſineſs of your's, that inquietude of mind-—— 

Bev. Pr'ythee don't fix that character upon me. 

Bel. It is your character, my dear Beverley: in- 
lead of enjoying the object before you, you are 
ever looking back to ſomething paſt, or conjectur-· 
ing about ſomething to come, and are your own 
ſelf. tormentor. 
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Bev. No, no, no; don't be ſo ſevere; I hate the 
very notion of ſuch a temper : the thing is, when a 
man loves tenderly as I do, ſolicitude and anxiety 
are natural; and when Belinda's father oppoſes my 
warmeſt wiſhes——— 

Bel. Why yes, the good Mr. Blandford is willing 
to give her in marriage to me. 

Bev. The ſenſeleſs old dotard ! 

Bel. Thank you for the compliment! and my fa. 
ther, the wiſe Sir William Bellmont 
Bev. Is a tyrannical, poſitive, headſtrong 

Bel. There again 1 thank you. But in ſhort the 
old couple, Belinda's father and mine, have both 
agreed upon the match. They inſiſt upon compli- 
ance from their children; ſo that, according to their 
wiſe heads, I am to be married off-hand to Belinda, 
and you and your ſiſter, poor Gan, are to be 

left to ſhift for yourſelves, 

Bev. Racks and torments ! 

Bel. Racks and torments!—Seas of milk and ſhips 

of amber, man We are ſailing to our wiſhed for 
harbour, in ſpite of their machinations. I have 
ſettled the whole affair with Clariſſa. 

Bev. Have you? 

- Bel. I have, and to-morrow morning makes me 
* of her charms. 

Bev. My dear boy, give us your hand: and then, 
thou dear rogue, and then Belinda's mine! Lol/- 
toll-loll. 

Bel. Well, may you bein raptures, fiey for here, 
here, here they both come. 


for 
have 


hen, 


0 ere, 
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; 4 
Enter BRLIIN DA, and CLARAISSA. 


Bev. Grace was in all her ſteps; heav'n in her 
eye; in every geſture dignity and love. 
| Belin, A poetical reception truly But cann't 
your paſſion inſpire you to a compoſition of your 
own, Mr. Beverley ? 

Bev. It inſpires me with ſentiments, madam, 
which I cann't fine words to expreſs. Suckling, 
Waller, Landidown, and all our dealers in love- 
verſes, give but a faint i * of a heart mn 
like mine. 

Belin. Poor gentleman ! what a terrible king 
you are in! But if the ſonneteers cannot give an 
image of you, fir, have you had recourſe to a paint» 
er, as you. promiſed me ? 

Bev. I have, Belinda, and here,——here is the 
humble portrait of your adorer. 

Belin. ¶ Tales the Picure.] Well! there is a hke- 
wo; but after all, there is a better painter my 
this edtitlenias, whoever he be. | 

Bev. A better now ſhe is Aae 
[Afide.) Where, madam, can a beiter be * —If 
money can purchaſe him 
Belin. Oh! fir, when ke draws for money ke 
never ſucceeds. But when pure inclination prompts 
him, then his colouring is warm indeed. He Sives 
à portrait that endears the original. 

Bev. Such an artiſt is worth the Indies! 

Belin. You need not go ſo far to ſeek him: he 
has done your buſineſs already. The limner I mean 
is a certain little blind' god, called Love, and he 
has ſtamped ſuch an impreſſion of you here -- 
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Bev. Madam, your moſt obedient; and I can tell 
you, that the very ſame gentleman has been at work 
for you too. 

Bel. [Who had been talking apart with Clariſſa.] 
Oh! he has had a world of buſineſs upon his hands, 
for we two have been agreeing what havock he has 
made with us. 

' Cla. Yes, but we are but in a Lind of fool's pa · 
radiſe here: all our ſchemes are but mere caſtle. 
building, which your father, Mr. Bellmont, and 
my dear Belinda, —yours too are moſt obſtinately 
determined to deſtroy. 

Beal. Why, as you ſay, th are determined that 
I ſhall have the honour of Belinda's hand in the 
country-dance of matrimony. 

Belin. Without confidering that I may like ano» 
ther partner better. 

Bev. And without confidering that I, forlorn ay 
I am, and my ſiſter, there—who is as well inclined 
to a matrimonial game of romps as any girl in 
Chriſtendom, muſt both of us fit down, and bind 
our brows with willow, in ſpite of our ſtrongeſt i in- 


clinations to mingle i in the group. 
Bel. But we have planned our own happineſs, 


and with a little reſolution we ſhall be ſucceſsful in 
the end, I warrantyou. Clariſſa, let us take a turn 
this way, and leave that love-fick pair to themſelves: 
they are only fit company for each other, and we 
may find wherewithal to entertain ourſelves. 

Cla. Let us try: turn this way, 

Belin. Are you going to. leave us, Clariſſa? 

Cla. Only juſt ſauntering into this ä 
we ſha'n't loſe one another. | 


14 
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Belin. You are ſuch a tender couple! you are 
not tired I ſee of ſaying pretty ſoft things to each 
other. Well, well! take your own way. | 

Cla. And if I gueſs right, you are glad to be left 
together. We 

'Belin. Who, I? 

Cla. Yes, you ; the coy Belinda ! 

Belin. Not I truly ; let us walk together. 

Cla. No, no, by no means: you ſhall be indulg- 
ed, Adieu!—we ſhall be within call. 

[Exit Bel. and Cla. 

Bev. My ſiſter is generouſly in love with Bell- 
mont: I wiſh Belinda would act as openly towards 
me. | . [ Afede. 

Belin. Well, fir !—Thoughtful! I'll call Mr. 
Bellmont back, if that is the caſe. | 

Bev. She will call him back. [Afide. 
Bielin. Am I to entertain you, or you me? | 

Bev. Madam! | 

Belin. Madam !—ha, ha! why, you look as if 
you were frightened: are you afraid of being left 
alone with me ? | 

Bev. Oh! Belinda, you know that is the happi- 
neſs of my life; but 
Belin. But what, fir ? | 

Bev. Have I done any thing to offend you? 

Belin. To offend me ? 

Bev. I ſhould have been of the party laſt night; 
I own I ſhould; it was a ſufficient inducement to 
me that you was to be there; it was my fault, and 
jou, I ſee, are piqued at it. 

Belin, I piqued! 


s 
0 


16 ALL IN THE WRONG. Acrl 
Bev. I ſee you are; and the company perceived 


it laſt night. I have heard it all: in mere reſent- 


ment you directed all your diſcourſe to Mr. Bell- 
mont. | 
Bielin. If I did, it was merely accidental. 

Bev. No, it was deliberately done: forgive my 
raſh folly in refuſing. the invitation : I meant no 
manner of harm. 

Belin. Who imagines you did, fir ? 

Bev. I beg your pardon, Belinda: you take of- 
fence too lightly. 

Belin. Ha, ha! what have you taken into. your 
head now? This uneaſineſs is of your own. making: 
T have taken nothing ill, fir. 


Bev. You. could not but take it ill; but by all 


that's amiable about you, I meant not to incur 
your diſpleaſure ; forgive that abrupt anſwer I ſent: 
J ſhould have made a handſomer apology. 

Belin. Apology !—you was engaged, was not you? 

Bev. I ſaid ſo; I own it, and beg your pardon— 

Belin. Beg my pardon! for what? Ha, ha! 

Bev. I only meant 

Belin. Ha, ha! can you think I ſee any thing in 
your meſſage to be offended at, fir? _ 

Bev. I was wrong: I beg your pardon. Where 
you were concerned, I own I ſhould have expreſſed 
myſelf with more delicacy, than thoſe haſty words, 
I am engaged, and cann't wait upon you to-night. 
J ſhould have told you that my heart was with you, 
though neceſſity dragged me another way: this omil- 
fion you reſented. 1 could learn, ſince, what ſpi- 
rits you were in the whole evening, though I en- 
joyed nothing in your abſence. I could hear the 
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fallies of your wit, the ſprightlineſs'of your conver- 
ſation, and on whom your eyes were fixed the whole 
night. 

Bolin They were fixed upon Mr. Bellmont, you 
think! 

Bev. Ay! and fixed with delight upon him, ne- 
gociating the buſineſs of love before the whole com- 

ny. 

* Bolt Upon my word, fir, whoever is your au- 
thor, you are miſinformed. You alarm me with 
theſe fancies, and you know I have often told you 
that you are of too refining a temper : you create 
for yourſelf imaginary miſunderſtandings, and then 
are ever entering into explanations. But this watch- 
ing for intelligence; from the ſpies and miſrepre- 
ſenters of converſation, betrays ſtrong ſymptoms of 
jealouſy. I would not be married to a jealous man 
for the world. 

Bev. Now ſhe's ſeeking occafion to break off. 
[Afide.] Jealouſy, ma'am, can never get admiſfion 
into my breaſt. I am of too generous a temper: a 
certain delicacy I own I have; I value the opinion 
of my friends, and when there are circumftances of 
a doubtful aſpect, I am glad to ſet things in their 
true light. And if I do ſo with others, ſurely with 
you, on whom my happineſs depends, to defire a 
favourable interpretation of my words and actions 
cannot be improper. 

Belin. But theſe little humours may grow up, and 
gather into the fixed diſeaſe of Jealouſy at laſt. 
[Lady Reftleſs croffes the ſlage, and rings a bell at the 
door.) Arid there now,—there goes 2 lady who is a 
victim to her own fretful imagination. 

B 2 
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Bev. Who is the lady, pray ? 
Belin. My lady Reſtleſs. Walk this way, and! 
will give you her whole character. I am not ac- 
quainted with her ladyſhip, but I have heard much 
of her. This way. [Exit Belinda and Beverley, 

Lady Reft. ¶ Ringing at the deor.] What do theſe 
| ſervants mean? There is ſomething going forward 
here. I will be let in, or I will know the reaſon 
why. [Rings again.] But in the mean time, Sir 
John can let any body he pleaſes out at the firect. 
door: I'll run up the ſteps here, and obſerve. ¶ Exit. 


Tarri x opens the door, MaxMALET follows her. 


Tat. Who rung this bell?—I don't ſee any body; 

and yet I am ſure the bell rung. Well, Mrs. Mar. 
malet, you will be going, I ſee. 
Mar. Yes, Mrs. Tattle; I am obliged to leave 
you. [I'll ftep acroſs the Park, and I ſhall ſoon 
reach Groſvenor-Square. When ſhall I ſee you at 
our houſe ? 

Tat. Heaven knows when I ſhall be able to get 
out : my lady leads us all ſuch lives! I wiſh I had 
ſuch another place as you have of it. 

Mar. I have nothing to complain of. 

Tat. No, that you have not: when ſhall I get 
ſuch a gown as that you have on by my lady? She. 
will never fling off ſuch a thing, and give it to a 
poor ſervant. Worry, worry, worry herſelf, and 
every body elſe too. 


Re-enter Lady RxSsTTESS. 


Lady Reft. No; there is nobody ſtirring that way. 
What do I ſeg? A huſſey coming out of my houſe! 


4 
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Mar. Well, I muſt be gone, Mrs. Tattle: fare 
you well. 

Lady Reft. She is dizen'd out too why did not 
you open the door, Tattle, when I rung? 

Tat. I came as ſoon as poſſible, madam. 

Lady Reſt. Who have you with you here? What 
is your buſineſs, miſtreſs? [To Marmalet. 

Mar. My buſineſs, madam? 

Lady Reſt. In confuſion too! The caſe is "Lat 
You come here after Sir John, I ſuppoſe. 

Mar. I come after Sir John, madam? 

Lady Ref. Guilt in her face! Yes, after Sir John: 
and, Tattle, you were in the plot againſt me; you 
were favouring her eſcape, were you? 

Tat. I favour her eſcape, madam ? What occa- 
fion for that? This is Mrs. Marmalet, madam ; an 


| acquaintance of mine, madam; as good a kind of 


body as any at all. 

Lady Reſt. Oh! very fine, miſtreſs ! you bring 
your creatures after the vile man, do you? 

Mar. I affure you, madam, I am a very honeſt 
girl, 

Lady Reft. Oh! I dare ſay fo. Where did you 
get that gown ? 
Mar. La, ma'am! I came by it honeſtly; my 
Lady Conqueſt gave it to me. 1 live with my Lady 
Conqueſt, madam. 

Lady Reſt. What a complexion ſhe has! How 
long have you lived in London ? 

Mar. Three years, madam. 


Lady Reft. In London three years with that com- 


plexion! it cann't be: perhaps ſhe is painted: all 
theſe creatures paint. -You are all ſo many painted 
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dolls. [Rubs her face with a white handkerchief. ] 
No, it does not come off. So, Mrs. Tattle, you 
bring your freſh country girls here to my houſe, 
do you? 

Tat. Upon my credit, ma'am— 

Lady Refi. Don't tell me; I ſee through this af. 
fair, Go you about your buſineſs, miſtreſs, and 
let me never ſee you about my doors again: go, go 
your ways. | 

Mar. Lord, ma'am, I ſhan't trouble your houſe. 
Mrs. Tattle, a good day. Here's a deal to do, in- 
deed! I have as good a houſe as hers to go to, what- 
ever ſhe may think of herſelf, „II.. 

Lady Reſt, There, there, there; ſee there; ſhe 

es off in a huff! the way with them all. Ay! I 
oem it is, Tattle: you falſe, ungrateful—that 
gown was never given her by a woman, ſhe had that 
from Sir Jokn. Where is Sir John? 

Tat. Sir John an't at home, ma'am. 

Lady Reft. Where is he? Where is he gone tow 
Whea did he go out ? | 

Tat. I really don't know, ma'am. 

Lady Ref. Tattle, I know you fib now. But 
T1 fift this to the bottom. Til write to my Lady 
Conqueſt to know the truth about that girl that was 
here but now. 

Tat. You will find I told you truth, madam. 

Lady Refi. Very well, Mrs. Pert. I'll go and 
write this moment. Send Robert, to give me an 
account of his maſter, Sir John, Sir John, you 
will diſtract me. [Exeunt. 
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Re-enter BxLiNnDaA and BevERLEY. 


Belin. Ay! but that quickneſs, that extreme 
ſenſibility is what I am afraid of. I poſitively 
would not have a jealous huſband for the world. 
Bev. By heaven no earthly circumſtance ſhall 
ever make me think injuriouſly of you. Jealouſy ! 
—— ha, ha !—it is the moſt ridiculous paſſion |— 
ha, ha! | | 

Belin. You may laugh, fir; but I know your 
over-refining temper too well, and I abſolutely will 
have it in our marriage articles, that I muft not be 
plagued with your ſuſpicions. 

Bev. I ſubſcribe, ma'am. 

Belin. I will have no enquiries where I am going 
to viſit: no following me from place to place: and 
if we ſhould chance to meet, and you ſhould per- 
ceive a man of wit, or a pretty fellow, ſpeaking to 
me, I will not have you fidgetting about on your 
chair, knitting your brow, and looking at your 
watch— My dear, is it not time to go home ?— 
my love, the coach is waiting: —and then, if you 
are prevailed upon to ſtay, I will not have you con- 
verſe with a Yes, fir,“ and a © No, fir,” for the 
reſt of the evening, and then wrangle with me in 
the carriage all the way home, and not be com- 
monly civil to me for the reſt of the night. I poſi- 
tively will have none of this. | 
Bev. Agreed, ma'am, agreed 6 
Belin. And you ſhan't tell me you are going out 
of town, and then ſteal privately to che play, or to 
Ranelagh, merely to be a ſpy upon me. I poſitively 
will admit no curioſity about my letters. If you 
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were to open a letter of mine, I ſhould never for- 
give you. I do verily believe, if you were to open 
my letters I ſhould hate you. 
Bev. I ſubſcribe to every thing you can aſk. You 
ſhall have what female friends you pleaſe; loſe your 
money to whom you pleaſe; dance with what beau 
you pleaſe; ride out with whom you pleaſe; go to 
what china-ſhop you pleaſe; and, in ſhort, do what 
you pleaſe, without my attempting to bribe your 
footman or your maid for ſecret intelligence. 

Belin. Oh, lud! Oh, lud! that is in the very ſtrain 
of jealouſy. Deliver me! there is my father yon- 
der, and Sir William Bellmont with him. Fly this 
inſtant, fly, Mr. Beverley, down that walk; any 
where. 

Bev. You promiſe then 

Belin. Dont talk to me now: what would you be 
at? I am yours, and only yours, unalterably ſo. 
Fly, begone, leave me this moment. 

Bev. I obey : I am gone. | [Exit, 

Belin. Now they are putting their wiſe heads to- 
gether to thwart all my ſchemes of happineſs : but 
love, imperious love, will have it otherwiſe. 


Enter Mr. BTANDTOoRD 400 Sir Wir lau BELL: 
MONT. 


Bland. Sir William, ſince we have agreed upon 


every thing 
Sir Will. Why yes, Mr. Blandford, I think every 
thing is ſettled. 
Bland. Why then we have only to acquaint the 
young people with our intentions, and ſo conclude 
the affair without delay. 
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Sir Will. That is all, ſir. 

Bland. As to my girl, I don't mind her nonſenſe 
about Beverley: ſhe muſt do as I will have her. 

Sir Will. And my ſon too, he muſt follow my 
directions. As to his telling me of his love for 
Clariſſa, it is all a joke with me. Children muſt 
do as their parents will have them. 

Bland. Ay, ſo they muſt; and ſo they ſhall 
Hey ! Here is my daughter, So, Belinda ! Well, 


my girl, Sir William and I have agreed, and you 


are to prepare for marriage, that's all. 

Belin. With Mr. Beverley, fir? 

Bland. Mr. Beverley ! 

Belin. You know you encouraged him yourſelf, fir. 

Bland. Well, well! I-have changed my mind on 
that head: my friend, Sir William, here offers you 
his ſon. Dd as I adviſe you : have a care, Belinda, 
how you diſobey my commands. 

Belin. But, fir 

Bland. But, madam, I muſt und will be obeyed. 
You don't like him, you ſay: but I like him, and 
that's ſufficient for you. 

Sir Will. And ſo it is, Mr. Blandford. If my 
ſon pretended to have a will of his own, I ſhould 
let him know to the contrary. 

Belin. And can you, Sir William, againſt our 
inclination force us both ? ; 

Bland. Hold your tongue, Belinda; don't pro- 


voke me. What makes you from home? Go your 


ways back directly, and ſettle your mind. I tell 
you once for all I will have my own way. Come, 
dir William, we will ſtep to the lawyer's chambers, 
Go home, Belinda, and be obſervant of my com- 
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mands. Come, Sir William. What did you ſay? 
{To Belinda.] You mutiny, do you ? Don't provoke 
me. : You know, Belinda, I am an odd fort of man 
when provoked. Look ye here: mind what I ſay; 
I won't reaſon with you about the matter; my pow. 
er is abfolute, and if you offer to rebel, you ſhall 
have no huſband at all with my conſent. I'll cut 
you off with a ſhilling; I'll ſee you ſtarve; beg an 
alms; live miſerable; die wretched ; in ſhort, ſuf. 
fer any calamity without the leaſt compaſſion from 
me. If I find you an undutiful girl, I caſt you off 
for ever. So there's one word for all. | 

[Exit Sir William follows him. 
Belin. What will become of me his inhuma- 
nity overcomes me quite—T can never conſent: the 
very fight of this picture is enough to forbid it. 
Oh! Beverley, you are maſter of my heart. Tl! 
go this inftant—and—heavens! I can ſcarce move, 

I am ready to faint. | 


Enter Sir Joann. 

Sir John. No tidings of her far or near. 

Belin. How I tremble !—I ſhall fall—no help? 

Sir John. What do I ſee !—a young lady in diſ- 
treſs? | 

Belin. Oh! [ Faints in his arms, and drops the picture. 

Sir John. She is fallen into a fit. Would my 
ſervants were in the way. 


Lady ResTLEss. As her window. 


Lady Reft. Where can this barbarous man be 
gone to ?—How !—under my very window! 


if 
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Sir Fohn. How cold ſhe is!—quite cold 
[Lays his hand to her cheek. 
Lady Reft. How familiar he is with her! 
Sir John. And yet ſhe looks beautiful ſtill. 
Lady Reft. Does ſhe ſo? . 
Sir Fobn. Her eyes open—how lovely they look! 
Lady Reſt. Traitor! 
Sir John. Her cheek begins to colour. Well, 
young lady, how fare you now, my dear? 
Lady Reft. My dear too! 
Belin. Heavens! where am I?'—— 
Sir John. Repoſe yourſelf awhile, or will you ſtep 
into my houſe? 

Reft. No, truly, ſha'n't ſhe. Vile man! 
but J will ſpoil your ſport. IT will come down to 
you directly, and flaſh confuſion in your face. 

[Exit from above. 
Sir John. Where do you live, madam ? 
Belin. In * s-ſquare, * by the ſide of the 
Park. 
Sir John. I will wait upon you: truſt yourſelf 
with me. You look much better now. Lean on 


my arm. There, there, I will conduct you. 
[Exeunt, 


Enter Lady RzsTLEssS. - 


Lady Reft. Now I'll make one among ye. How! 
fled! gone! which way? Is not that he, yonder?— 


No—he went into my houſe, I dare ſay, as I came 
down ſtairs. Tattle, Tattle, Robert. Will no- 
body anſwer ? * 


26 ALL IN THE WRONG. AcTI, 


Enter TArTII. 


Lady Reft. Where is Sir John? 

Tat. La! ma'am, how ſhould I know? 

Lady Reft. Did not he go in this moment ? 

Tat. No, ma'am. 

Lady Reft. To be ſure you'll ſay ſo. III follow 
him through the world, or I'll find him out. 80, 
o, —what is here ?—This is her picture, I ſuppoſe. 
I will make ſure of this at leaſt : this will diſcover 
her to me, tho' ſhe has eſcaped now. Cruel, falſe, 
deceitful man [Exit, 
Tat. Poor lady! I believe her head is turned, for 
my part. Well! I am determined I'll look out for 
another place, that's a ſure thing Iwill. [ Exit. 


* 


— 


ACT LL. SCENE I. 


Sir Jonn's Houſe. Enter Sir Joan and Rozzar, 


Sir John. 


1 where is your lady? 
Kob. In her own room, fir. 
Sir John. Any body with her? 
Rob. I cann't ſay, fir: my lady is not well. 
Sir John. Not well! fatigued with rioting about 
this town, I ſuppoſe. How long has ſhe been at 
home? 
Rob. About an hour, ſir. 
Sir John. About an hour! —very well, Robert, 
you may retire. [ Exit Robert.] Now will I queſ- 
tion her cloſely. So—ſo—ſo—ſhe comes, leaning 
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on her maid: finely diſſembled! finely diſſembled ! 
But this pretended illneſs ſhall not ſhelter her from 
my ſtrict enquiry, Soft a moment! If I could over- 
hear what paſſes between 'em, it might lead to the 
truth. I'll work by ſtratagem. The hypocrite! 
how ſhe acts her part! ; Exit. 


Enter Lady RxsTLEss and Tarrrx. 


Tat. How are you now, madam ? 

Lady Reſt. Somewhat better, Tattle. Reach that 
chair. Tattle, tell me honeftly, does that girl live 
with Lady Conqueſt? 

Tat. She does, madam, upon my veracity. 

Lady Reſt. Very well! you will be obſtinate, I 
ſee, but I ſhall know the truth preſently. I ſhall 
have an anſwer from her ladyſhip, and then all will 
come out. | 

Tat. You will hear nothing, ma am, but what I 
have told you already. 

Lady Reft. Tattle, Tattle, I took you up in the. 
country in hopes gratitude would make you my 
friend. But you are as bad as the reſt of them. 
Canceal all you know: it is of very little conſe- 
quence. I now ſee through the whole affair. Though 
it is the picture of a man, yet Iam not to be deceived: 
I underftand it all. This is fome former gallant. 
The creature gave this to Sir John as a proof that 
ſhe had no affection for any one but himſelf. _——— 
What art he muſt have had to induce her to this 
I have found him out at laſt. 


Sir Jon peeping in. 
Sir Jobn. What does the ſay? 
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Lady Reft. J have ſeen enough to convince me 
what kind of man he is. The fate of us poor wo- 
men is hard: we all wiſh for huſbands, and they 
are the torment of our lives. 

Tat. There is too much truth in what you ay, 
ma'am. 

Sir John. You join her, do you, Mrs. Iniquity ? 

Lady Reft. What a pity it is, Tattle, that poor 
women ſhould be under ſeverer reſtraints than the 
men are! 

- Sir Fohn. You repine for want of freedom, do 
you? 

Lady Reft. Cruel laws of wedlock. The tyrant- 
huſband may triumph in his infidelity. He may 
fecurely trample upon all laws of decency and or- 
der: it redounds to his credit; gives him a faſhion- 
able air of vice, while a poor woman 1s obliged to 
fubmit to his cruelty; She remains tied to him for 
life, even though ſhe has reaſon to entertain 3 a mor- 
tal batred for him. 

Sir Fohn. Oh! very well argued, madam ! 

Tady Rel. What a pity it is, Tattle, that we 
cannot change our huſbands, as we do our ear- 
rings or our gloves! , 

Sir John. There is a woman of ſpirit! 

Lady Reſt. Tattle! will you own the truth to me 
about that girl? 

Tat. I really have told you the truth, madam. 

Lady Reft. You won't diſcover, I ſee; very well! 
you may go down ſtairs. | 
Tat. I affure your ladyſhip =— 

Lady Reſt. Go down ftairs. | 

Tat. Yes, ma'am; Exit. 


e 
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Lady Refl. Would I had never ſeen my huſband's 
face! 
Sir Jobn. I am even with you: 1 have as good 


wiſhes for you, I aſſure you. 
Lady Ręſt. This picture here Oh the baſe man ! 


Sir John. The picture of her gallant, I ſuppoſe. 


Lady Neft. This is really a handſome picture: 
what a charming countenance! it is perfumed, I 
fancy : the ſcent is agreeable. 
Sir John. The jade, how eagerly ſhe kiſſes it! 
Lady Refi. Why had I not ſuch a dear, dear _ 
inſtead of the brute, the monſter —— | 
Sir Jobn. Monſter —She does not mince the mat- 
ter: plain downright Engliſh ! I muſt contain my 
rage, and ſteal upon her meditations—So—ſo—ſo— 
[ Emters on tiptoe. 
Lady Reſt. There is no falſehood in this look. 
Sir Fohn. [ Looking over her ſhoulder.) Oh! what 
a handſome dog ſhe has choſen for herſelf? 
Lady Reft. With you, I could be for ever happy! 
Sir John. You could, could you? 
[ Snatches the pidure. 
Lady Reft [Screams out.] Mercy on me Oh! 
is it you, fir? | 
Sir John. Now, madam, now, falſe one, have I 
caught you? 
Lady Reft. You are come home at laſt, I find, fir. 
Sir John. My Lady Reſtleſs, my Lady Oy 
what can you ſay for yourſelf now? 
Lady Refi. What can I fay for myſelf, Sir John? 
Sir John. Ay, madam! this picture . 
Lady Reſt. Yes, fir, that picture! 
Sir John. Will be evidence—— - 
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Lady Reft., Of your ſhame, Sir John. 

Sir John. Of my ſhame! tis very true what ſhe 
Jays: yes, madam, it will be an evidence of my 
ſhame! I feel that but too A. But on your 
part 
Lady Reſp You own it then, do you? 

Sir John. Own it! Imuſt own it, madam; though 
confuſion cover me, I muſt own it: it is whac you 
have deſerved at my hands, 

Lady Reſt. I deſerve it, Sir John! find excuſes 
if you will. Cruel, cruel man!——to make me 
this return at laſt. I cannot bear it, Oh! oh! 
[Cries.] Such black injuſtice! | 
Sir John. You may weep; but your tears are 
loſt :' they fall without effect. I now renounce you 
for ever. This picture will juſtify me to the wide 
world; it will ſhew what a baſe woman you have 
been. 

Lady Refi. What does the man mean? 

Sir John. The picture of your gallant, madam! 
the darling of your amorous hours, who gratifies 
your luxurious appetites abroad, and 

Lady Reſt. Scurrilous wretch! Oh! fir, you are 
at your old ſtratagem, I find: recrimination, you 
think, will ſerve your turn. 

Sir John. It is a pity, you know, madam, that 
a woman ſhould be tied to a man for life, eyen 
though ſhe has a mortal hatred for him. 

Lady Reft. Artful hypocrite !. 

Sir Jobn. That ſhe cann't change her huſband as 
ſhe does her ear-rings or her gloves. 


Lady Reft. Sir John, this is your old device: this 


won't avail you. 


* 
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Sir John.” Had the original of this fallen to your 
lot, you could kiſs the picture for ever. You can 
gloat upon it, madam, glue your very lips to it, 

Lady Reft. Shallow artifice! 

Sir Fobn. With him you could be for ever happy. 

Lady Refi. This is all in vain, Sir John. | 

Sir John. Had ſuch a dear, dear man fallen to 
your lot, inſtead of the brute, the monſter—Am I 
a A I am, and you have made meſo. The 
world ſhall know your infamy. 

Lady Ref. Oh! brave it out, fir, brave it out to 
the laſt: harmleſs, innocent man l you have nothing 
to bluſh for, nothing to be aſhamed of: you have 
no intrigues, no private amours abroad. I have 
not ſeen any thing, not I. 

Sir John. Madam, I have ſeen, and I now fee 
your paramour. 

Lady Reſt. That air of confidence will be of great 
uſe to you, fir. You have no convenient to meet 
you under my very window, to'loll ſoftly in your 
arms! | 

Sir John, Hey! how! 

Lady Reft. Her arm thrown careleſsly round your 
neck! Your hand tenderly applied to her cheek. 

Sir Fohn. Sdeath! that's unlucky—ſhe will turn 
it againſt me. [ Aſide. 
Lady Ref. You are in confuſion, are you, fir? 
But why ſhould you? You meant no harm—* You 
are ſafe with me, my dear—will you ſtep into my 
houſe; my love ?*—Yes, fir, you would fain bring 
her into my very houſe. 

Sir Jobn. My Lady Reſtleſs, this evaſion is mean 
and paltry. You beheld a young lady in diftreſs. 
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Lady Ref. I know it, and you, tender-hearted 
man, could careſs her out of mere eompafſion: you 
could gaze wantonly out of charity; from pure be- 
nevolence of diſpoſition you could convey her to 
ſome convenient dwelling. Oh! Sir John, Sir John. 
Sir John. Madam, this well-acted paſſion —- 
Lady Reft. Don't imagine ſhe has eſcaped me, fir. 
Sir Fohn. You may talk and rave, ma'am ; but, 
depend upon it, I ſhall ſpare no pains to do myſelf 
* on this occaſion. Nor will I reſt till 
Ref. Oh ar upon you, Sir John: theſe 
* oj 
Sir John. Nor will I reft, madam, until J have 
found, my means of this inſtrument here in my 
hand, who your darling is. I will go about it 
firaight. Ungrateful, treacherous woman! [Zxi. 
Lady Reft. Yes, go, under that pretext, in pur- 
fuit of your licentious pleaſures. 'This ever has been 
| his ſcheme to cloak his wicked practices: abandoned 
man! to face me down too, after what my eyes ſo 
plainly beheld! I wiſh I could wring that ſecret out 
of Tattle. I'll ftep to my own room directly, and 
try by menaces, by wheedling, by fair means, by 
foul means, by every means, to en x; it from her. 
[ Exit. 


SCENE LL. 


The Park. Emer Sir Jonx and Ronzart. 


Sir Fohn, Come bay Robert, Look at this 


picture. 
Rob. Yes, ſir. 


. 
Us 
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Sir John. Let me watch his countenance. Well! 
well! doſt thou know it, Robert? 

Rob. Tis a mighty handſome picture, fir. 

Sir John. A handſome picture [ Hd. 

Rob. The fineſt lady in the land need not deſire a 
handſomer man, fir. 

Sir John. How well he knows the e it! 
—Well! well! honeſt Robert, tell me: well 
who is it?—tell me. 

Rob. Sir! 

Sir Fohn. You know whoſe picture it is: 1 * 
you do, Well! well! who—who—who is it! 

Rob. Upon my word, fir, it is more than I ean 
tell. 

Sir John. Not know! I am convinced you do. 
So own the truth: don't be a villain; don't. 

Rob. As IL am an honeſt man, fir 

Sir Fohn. Be an honeſt man then, and tell me. 
Did you never ſee ſuch a ſmooth-faced, fiery-eyed, 
warm-complexioned, taper young fellow here about 
my houſe? 

Rob. Never, fir. 

Sir John. Not with my wiket-—de drink choco- 
late of a morning, tea of an evening? Come, ho- 
neſt Robert, I'll give you a leaſe of a good farm. 
What ſay you? A leaſe for your life--well! well! 
—you may take your wife 5 * into the bargain. 
Well! 

Nab. Believe me, Sir John, I never faw—— 

Sir Fohn. I'Il add your child's life. Come, ſpeak 
out—your own life, your wife's life, and your child's! 


now ! now! a leaſe for three lives! Now, Robert! 


= - ALL IN THE WRONG. Aer U. 


Kob. As J hope for mercy, I never ſaw any ſuch 
a gentleman. 


Sir Jobn. n. Robert, you are bribed by my 


wife. 


Rob. No, as Lam a ſinner, fir, 
Sir Jobn. And the worſt of finners you will be, 


if you are a confederate in this plot againſt my peace 


and honour. Reflect on that, Robert. 


Enter a Footman. 
Foot. Pray, does not Sir John Reſtleſs live fome- , 


where hereabout ? 

Sir Fohn. He does, friend; what is your buſineſs 
with him? 

Foot. My buſineſs is with his lady. 

Sir Jobn. I gueſſed as much. [Afide, 
Foot. I have a letter here for my Lady Reſtleſs, 
fir, | 
Sir John. A letter for my wu !—from whom, 
pray? 

Foot. From my Lord Conqueſt. 

Sir John. My Lord Conqueſt !. very well, friend: 
you may give the letter to me. Iam Sir John Reſt- 
leſs : that there is my houſe. Let me have the let- 
ter: I will take care of it. 

Foot. I was ordered to deliver it into my lady's 
own hand. | 

Sir John. The devil you was! I muſt Your the 
letter. I'll buy it of the raſcal. [Afide.] Here, 
take this for your trouble, friend. [ Gives him money.] 
And I'll take care of the letter. _ 

Foot. I humbly thank your honour. [Exit, 
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Sir John. Now, now, now; let me ſee what this 

is. Now, my Lady Reſtleſs: now falſe one, now. 
q Mapa, 

* My Lady Conqueſt being gone into the e 
for a few days, I have judged it proper to ſend a 
ſpeedy anſwer to yours, and to aſſure you, for your 
peace of mind, that you need not entertain the leaſt 
ſuſpicion of Marmalet, my lady's woman. She has 
lived ſome years in my family, and I know her by 
experience to be an honeſt, truſty girl, incapable of 
making miſchief between your ladyſhip and Sir 
John. I have the honour to be, 

Madam, your very humble ſervant, . 
Conguesr.” 

805 ſo, ſo !—Marmalet is a truſty girl! one that 
will not make miſchief between man and wife! that 
is to ſay, ſhe will diſcover nothing againſt my Lady 
Reſtleſs! for her peace of mind he lets madam know 
all. this too ! ſhe may go on boldly now; my Lady 
Conqueſt 1s gone into the country, Marmalet is 
truſty, and my lord has given her the moſt ſpeedy 
notice. Very well! very well! proofs thicken upon 
proofs. Shall I go directly and challenge his lord- 
ſhip !——No—no—that won't do. Watch him 
cloſely, that will do better. If I could have a word 
in private with the maid—Robert, Robert, come 
hither. Step to my Lord Conqueſt's—but with 
caution ene e there for Marmalet, the 
maid. 

Rob. I know her, fir. | . 

Sir Fohn. He knows her! IA. 

Rob. She viſits our Tattle, fir. 
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Sir John. Viſits our Fattle —it is a plain caſe. 
[Afide.] Enquire for that girl: but with caution; 
tell her to meet me privately: unknown to any 
body; in the duſk of the evening; in the Bird-Cage 
walk, yonder. 

KNob. I will, fir. 

Sir Jolu. And don't let Pattle fee her. Tattle 
Has engaged her in her miſtreſs's/ intereſt. I ſee 
how it is. Don't let any of my ſervants ſee her: 
go directiy, Robert. Now ſhnall I judge what re- 
gard you have for me. But, hark ye! come hither! 
a word with you. Should it be known that this 
girl converſes with me; ſhould my lady have the 
leaſt ĩtem of it; they will be upon their guard. Let 
her come wrapped up in darkneſs; concealed from 
every obſerver, with a maſk on. Ay, let it be with 
a maſk. 

Rob: A maſk, Sir John? Won't that make her 
be remarked the more? 

Sir John. No, no, let her come maſked ; I will 
make every thing ſure. Robert, bring this about 
for me, and I am your friend for ever. 

- Rob. I will do my endeavour, fir. Exit. 
Sir Jobn. T'll now take a turn round the Park, 
and try if I can find the minion this picture be- 
longs to. [Exit 


Enter BzvzRLey and BELLMONT. 
Bev. Yes, they had almoſt ſurpriſed us: but at 
fight of her father, Belinda gave the word, and 


away I darted down towards the canal. 
Bell. Was Sir William with him? 


W N . £An 


. * 5 =” as ax MF \' 


act 1þ ALL N THE WRONG. 37 
Bev. Yes; they had been plotting our ruin. But 
we ſhall out- officer them, it is to be hoped. 

Bel. Ves, and it is alſo to be feared that we ſhall 

Bev, Hey] you alarm me: no new mine ſprung! 

Bel. Nothing but the old ſtory. Our wife fa- 
thers are determined. At the turning of yonder cor- 
ner they came boch full: tilt upon Clariſſa and me. 
Bev. Well, and how! what paſſed? 

Bel. Why, they were ſcarcely civil to your ſiſter. 
Sir William fixed his ſurly eye upon me for ſome 
time: at laſt he began: you will run counter to my 
will, I ſee: you will be ever dangling after that 
girl: but Mr. Blandford and I have agreed upon the 
match: and then he peremptorily commanded me to 
take my leave of Clariſſa, and fix my heart upon 
your Belinda. 

Bev. And did you ſo? | 

Bel: And did you ſo? How can you aſk ſuch a 
queſtion ? Sir, ſays I, I muft ſee the lady home, 
and off I marched; arm in arm; with her, my fa- 
ther bawling after me, and I bowing to him, * Sir, 
your humble ſervant, I wiſh you a good morning, 
fir.'—He continued calling out: I kiſſed my hand 
to him; and ſo we made our eſcape. 

Bev. And where have you left Clariffa ? 

Bel. At home; at your houſe. 

Bev. Well! and do you both continue in the ſame 
mind; is to-morrow to be your wedding-day ? 

Bel. Now are you conjuring up a thouſand hor- 
rid fancies to torment yourſelf. But don't be alarm- 
ed, my dear Beverley. I ſhall leave you your Be- 


* 
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linda, and content myſelf with the honour of ** 


| your brother-in-law. 


Bev. Sir, the honour will ieee uneaſy ! 
— ha, ha ! no——no——1 am not uneaſy, nor 
ſhall I ever be ſo again. 

Bel. Keep that reſolution, if you can. Do you 
dine with us at the club? 

Bev. With all my heart: I'll attend you. 

Bel. That's right ; let us turn towards the Mall, 
and ſaunter there till dinner. 

Bev. No, I cann't go that way yet. I muſt en- 
quire how Belinda does, and what her father ſaid to 
her. I have not ſeen her fince we ny in the 
morning. 

Bel. And now, according to Ku you will 
make her an apology tor leaving her, when there 
was an abſolute neceſſity for it, and you'll fall to 
an explanation of circymſtances that require no ex- 
planation at all, and refine upon things, and tor- 
ment yourſelf and her into the bargain. 

Bev. Nay, if you begin with your raillery, IJ am 
off: your ſervant; a I Honneur. [ Exit. 

Bel. [ Alone.) Poor Beverley !—Tho' a handſome 
fellow, and of agreeable talents, he has ſuch a 
ſtrange diffidence in himſelf, and ſuch a ſolicitude 
to pleaſe, that he is every moment of his life moſt 
ingeniouſly elaborating his own uneaſineſs. 


Enter Sir Jon. 


Sir John. Not yet, not yet; nobody like it as 
yet. Ha! who is that hovering about my houſe ? 
If that ſhould be he now !— I'll examine him 
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nearer——Pray, ſir what the devil ſhall T ſay 2— — 
Pray, ſir 
Bel. Sir! | 
Sir Fohn. I beg pardon for troubling you, fir; 
but pray what o'clock is it by your watch? 

Bel. By my watch, fir !—T'll let you know in a 
moment. | | | 
Sir John. Let me examine him now — 

[ Looks at him, and then at the picture. 
Bel. Egad, I am afraid my watch is not right: 


it muſt be later. [ Looking at his * 
Sir Jobn. It is not like him 
[ Comparing the pifure. 


Bel. It does not go, I am afraid. [ Puts it to his ear. 

Sir John. The eye——no! 

Bel. Why, fir, by my watch it wants a quarter 
of three. 

Sir Fohn. It is not he: and yet—no—no—no— 
Jam ſtill to ſeek. 


* 


Enter BzveRLEY. 


Bev. Bellmont! Another word with you. 

Sir John. Here comes another; they are ws 
ſwarming about my houſe. 

Bev. 1 have ſeen her; J have ſeen Belinda, my 
boy: ſhe will be with Clariſſa in the Park imme- 
diately after dinner, you rogue. 

Sir John. I want to ſee his face; this may be the 
original, 

Bev. Her father has been Lating her in his uſual 
manner; but your marriage with my ſiſter will ſet- 
tle every thing. 

£ C 


_ ALL IN THE WRONG. Ae v li. 
Sir John. I'll walk round him. [Singe.] Loll toll 
loll—[ Looks at him.)—ha ! it has his air. [Sings] 
Lol toll loll,—and it has his eye! Loll toll loll-_. 
[Walks to and fro, 

Bev. Pr'ythee, Bellmont, don't be ſuch a dan- 
gling lover, but conſummate at once, for the ſake 
of your friend. 

Sir John. It has his noſe for all the world. 

Bel. Do you ſpirit your ſiſter up to keep her re- 
ſolution, and to-morrow puts you out of all pain, 

Sir John. Loll toll loll—it has his complexion 
the ſame glowing, hot, amorous complexion. 

[Sings and looks uneaſy. 

Bev. Who is this gentleman? 

Bel. An odd fellow he ſeems to be. 

Sir Fohn. Loll toll loll—it has his ſhoulders, 
Loll toll loll—Ay, and I fancy the mole upon the 
cheek too. I wiſh I could view him nearer : loll 
toll loll! 

Bel. He ſeems mad, I think. Where are his 
keepers? 

Sir Jobn. Begging your pardon, fir——Pray, 
[Looking at the pifture.]—Pray, fir, can you tell 
whether we ſhall have a Spaniſh war? 

Bev. Not J truly, fir. [To Bellmont.] Here is 
a politician out of his ſenſes. 

Bel. He has been talking to me too: he is too 
well dreſſed for a poet. 

Bev. Not, if he has had a good ſubſcription. 

Sir John. He has dne mole ſure enough. [Ad. 
Bev. Let us ſtep this way, to avoid chis imperti- 
nent blockhead. 
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Sir John. Ay! he wants to ſneak off. Guilt! 
guilt ! conſcious guilt! I'll make ſure of him. Pray, 
fir,—T beg your pardon—ls not your name ES 
air? 

Bev. No, fir, Beverley, at your ſervice. 

Sir John. Have you no relation of that name? 

Bev. None. 

Sir John. You are very like a gentleman of that 
name—a friend of mine, whoſe picture I have here 
—Wil you give me leave juſt to 

[Compares him with the picture. 

Bev. An odd adventure this, Bellmont. 
Bel. Very odd, indeed. 

Bev. Do you find any likeneſs, fir? 

Sir John. Your head a little more that way, if 
you pleaſe. Ay, ay ! it is he. Yes, a plain caſe; 
this is my man, or rather,—this 1s my wife's man. 

Bev. Did you ever know any thing ſo whimfical ? 

Bel. Never ha, ha, ha! 

Sir John. They are both laughing at me. Ay! 
and I ſhall be laughed at by the whole town, point- 
ed at, hooted at, and gazed at! 

Bev. What do I ſee? *Sdeath, the ſetting of that 
picture is like what I gave to Belinda. DiſtraQtion ! 
if it is the ſame [ Drawing near him. 

Sir John. He makes his approach, and means, I 
ſuppoſe, to ſnatch it out of my hand. But I'll pre- 
vent him, and ſo into my pocket it goes. There, 
lie ſafe there. 

Bev. Confuſion! he puts it up in a hurry. Will 
you be ſo good, fir, as to favour me with a— 

Sir John. Sir, I wiſh you a good day. 

Bev. With a ſight of that picture for a moment? 
| | G z 
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Sir John. The picture, fir——Po !—a mere daub. 

Bev. A motive of curioſity, fir— 

Sir John. It is not worth your ſeein 8 I wih 
you a good day. 

Bev. I ſhall take it as a favour. 

Sir John. A paltry thing. I have not a moment 
to ſpare; my family is W dinner. Sir, I wiſh 
you a good morning. [Runs into his houſe 
Bev. Death and fire! "= ry my picture! 

Bel. Oh! no- no ſuch thing. 

Bev. But I am ſure of it. If Belinda 

Bel. What, relapſing into ſuſpicion again! 

Bev. Sir, I have reaſon to ſuſpect. She flights 
me, diſdains me, treats me with contempt. - 

Bel. But I tell you, that unhappy temper of yours 
—Pr'ythee, man, leave teaſing yourſelf, and let uz 
adjourn to dinner. 

Bev. No, fir; I ſhan't dine at all. I am not well. 

Bel. Ridiculous! how can you be ſo abſurd? 1'll 
bett you twenty pounds that is not your picture. 

Bev. Done; I take it. 

Bel. With all my heart; and I'll tell you more; 
if it be yours, I will give you leave to be as jealous 
of her as you pleaſe. Come, now let us adjourn. 

Bev. I attend you. In the evening we ſhall know 
| the truth. If it be that I gave Belinda, ſhe is falſe, 
and I am miſerable. [Exeunt. 


Sir Joux. [ Peeping after them.] 

Sir John. There he goes; there he goes! the de- 
ftroyer of my peace and happineſs!—T'll follow 
him, and make ſure that he has given me the right 
name; and then, my Lady Reſtleſs, the mine is 
ſ{;rung, and J have done with you for ever. [Exit 
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ACT TIT. SCENE I. 


The former Scene continues. Enter BELIxDA and 
CrARISssA. 


Belinda. 


Bor have you really fixed every thing, Clarifa? 

Ca. Poſitively, and to-morrow morning makes 
me his. 

Belin. To- morrow morning! 

Cla. Ves, to-morrow morning I releaſe Mr. Bell- - 
mont from his fetters, and refign my perſon to him. 

Belin. Why, that is what we poor women, after 

all the victories of our charms, all the triumphs of 
our beauty, aud all the murders of our eyes, muſt 
come to at laſt. 
Cla. Well, and in that we but imitate the men. 
Don't we read of them conquering whole kingdoms, 
and then ſubmitting at laſt to be governed by the 
vanquiſhed. 

Belin. Very true, Clariſſa; and I don't know but 
you are a heroine equal in fame to any of them; 
nay ſuperior : for your ſcheme, I take it, is not to 
unpeople the world. | 

Cla. Pr'ythee, don't talk ſo wildly. To tell you 
the truth, now that I have ſettled the affair, I begin 
to be alarmed at what I have done. 

Belin. Oh! dear, dear affectation. 

Cla. Actually now, poſitively, I am terrified to 
death. 

Belin. To be ſure :—our ſex muſt play its tricks, 
and ſummon up all its fantaſtic train of doubts and 
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fears. But courage, my dear, don't be frightened; 
for the ſame ſex within that heart of yours will urge 
you on, and never let you be at reſt, till you have 
procured yourſelf a tyrant for life. 

Cla. A tyrant, Belinda! I think more generouſly 
of Mr. Bellmont, than to imagine he will uſurp to 
himſelf an ill uſe of his power. 


Belin. To deal candidly I am of your opinion. 


But tell me now, am not Ia very good girl, to re. 


fign ſuch a man to you? 

Cla. Why, indeed, I muſt confeſs the obligation, 

Belin. Ay! but to refign him for one whoſe tem- 
per does not promiſe that I ſhall live under ſo mild 
a government. | ö 

Cla. How do you mean? 


Belin. Why, Mr. Beverley's 88 capricez, 


ſuſpicions, and unaccountable whimſies, are enough 
to alarm one upon the brink of matrimony. 

Cla. Well, I vow I cann't help thinking, Belin- 
da, that you are a little ſubject to vain ſurmiſes and 
ſuſpicions yourſelf. 


Belin. Now, you are an inſincere girl. You know 


I am of a temper too generous, too open 
Cla. I grant all that, but by this conſtant repeti- 
tion of the ſame doubts, I ſhould not wonder to ſee 
you moſt heartily jealous of him in the end. 
Belin. Jealous !—Oh heavens !—jealous indeed: 
Cla. Well, I ſay no more. As to my brother, 
here he comes, and let him ſpeak for himſelf. 


Enter Bevz&aLEY and BzxLLMONT. 


Bel. Well argued, ſir; you will have it your own 
way, and I give up the point. Ladies your moſt 
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obedient. 1 hope we have not tranſgreſſed our 
time. 

Belin. Not in the leaſt; you are both very exact. 
True as the dial to the ſun. 

Bev. [In a peeviſh manner.) Although it be not 
ſhone upon. | 

Belin. Although it be not ſhone upon, Mr. Be- 
verley ! why with that dejected air, pray fir? 

Bel. There again now! you two are going to 
commence wrangling lovers once more. Apropos, 
Belinda——now Beverley, you ſhall ſee——be ſo 
good, ma'am, as to let me ſee this gentleman's pic- 
ture, 

Belin. His picture! ao can you want it for? 


You ſhall have it. [Searching her pocket. 
Bel. Now, Beverley, do you confeſs how wrong 
you have been? 


Bev. Why, I begin to ſee my miſtake. Say not 
a word to her; ſhe'll never forgive me, if you diſ- 
cover my infirmity. . [ Apart. 

Belin. It is not in that pocket: it muſt be here. 

[ Searches. 

Bel. You have been'ſad company on account. of 
this ſtrange ſuſpicion. 
Bev. I own it; let it drop; ſay no more. [Afide. 
Belin. Well, I proteſt and vow Where can it 
be? Come, gentlemen, this is ſome trick of yours: 
you have it among ye. Mr. Bellmont, Mr. Bever- 
ley, pray return it to me. 

Bev. No, ma' am, it is no trick of ours. [ Angrily. 

Belin. As I live and breathe I have not got it. 

Bev. What think you now, Bellmont ? 


——— — — — — 
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Bel. She'll find it preſently, man; don't ſhew 
your humours: be upon your guard; you'll undo 
yourſelf elſe. Clariſſa, ſhall you and I faunter 
down this walk ? , 
Cla. My brother ſeems out of humour: what is 
the matter now? 
Bel. Vil tell you preſently : let us lep this way. 
[ Exit with Clariſſa. 
Belin, Well, I declare, I don't know what is 
come of this odious picture. 
Bev. This odious picture! how ſhe expreſſes it! 
Belin. You may look grave, fir, but I have it not. 
Bev. I know you have not, ma'am; and though 
you may imagine— 
Belin. Imagine what do you mean? — Imagine 


what? 


Bev. Don't imagine that I am to be led blind- 
fold as you pleaſe. 

Belin. Heavens! with what gravity that was ſaid! 
ev. I am not to be deceived; I can ſee all round 
me. 

Belin. You can? 

Bev. I can, madam. 
. Belin, Well, and how do you like your proſpebl, 
Bev. Oh! you may think to paſs it off in rail- 


lery: but that picture J have this day ſeen in the 


hands of another ; in the hands of the very gentle- 


man to whom you gave it. 


Belin. To whom I gave it? —have a care, fir; ; 


this is another ſymptom of your jealous temper. 


Bev. But I tell you, madam, I ſaw it in his hand. 
Belin. Who is che gentleman ?—Whar's his name! 


* 
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Bev. His name, madam ?—'{death ! I forgot that 
circumſtance. Though I don't know his name, 
madam, I know his perſon, and that is ſufficient. 

- Belin. Go on, fir: you are making yourſelf very 
ridiculous in this matter..—Ha, ha! 

Bev. You may laugh, madam, but it is no laugh- 
ing matter, that let me aſſure you. 

Belin. Oh! brave—follow your own notions. I 
gave it away: I have ſcorned your preſent. Ha, 


ha! Poor Mr. Beverley! 


Bev. I don't doubt you, ma'am : I believe you 
did give it away. 

Belin. Mighty well, fir; think ſo if you pleaſe. 
I ſhall leave you to your own imagination: it will 
find wherewithal to entertain you, Ha, ha! the 
ſelf tormenting Beverley. Yonder I ſee Clariſſa 
and Mr, Bellmont. TI will join them this inftant. 
Your ſervant, fir. Amuſe yourſelf with your own 
fancies—ha, ha! [Exit. 

Bev. [ Alone.) Plague and diſtraction !—I cann't 
tell what to make of this. She carries it off with 
an air of confidence. And yet if that be my pic- 
ture, which I ſaw this morning, then it is plain I 
am only laughed at by her. The dupe of her ca- 


price !—TI cannot bear it. 6 


Enter Belinda, CLARISSA, and BELLMONT. 


Belin. Obſerve him now. Let us walk by him 
without taking any notice. Letustalk of any _ 
rather than be filent. What a charming evening! 

Cla. And how gay the Park looks !—mind the 
gentleman ! 


i 
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Belin. Take no notice; I beg you won't. Sup. 
poſe we were to ſhew ourſelves in the Mall, Clariſſa, 
and walk our charms there, as the French expreſs it? 

Bel. Ha, ha !—Beverley ;—what fixed in con- 
templation ! 

Bev. Sir, I beg—I chooſe to be alone, fir. 

Bel. Belin. and Ula. Ha, ha, ha! * 

Bev. Pſhaw ! impertinent. [Afide. 

Belin. Oh! for heaven's ſake, let us indulge the 
gentleman. Let us leave him to himſelf, and his 
ill-humours. This way, this way. You ſhall go 
home and have your tea with me. Mr. Beverley, 
[She kiffes her hand to him at ſome diſtance, and laughs 
at him.] your ſervant, fir; I wiſh you a good even- 
ing. A Phonneur.. [Exeunt, 

Bev. [ Alone.) DiſtraQtion ! you may retire. Your 
ſervant, madam. Racks and torment! this is too 
much. If ſhe has parted with the picture; if ſhe 
has given it away—but ſhe may only have lent it, 
or ſhe may have loſt it. But even that, even. that 
is an injury to me. Why ſhould ſhe not be more 
careful of it? I will know the bottom of it. That's 
the houſe the gentleman went into. I'll wait on 
him directly: but they are watching me. I'll walk 
another way, to elude their obſervation. Ay, ay, 
you may laugh, ma'am, but I ſhall find out all your 
artifices. [Exit. 
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SCENE II. 


An Apartment at Sir Joun' 6. Enter Lady Rest- 
LESS, meeting ROBERT. 


Lady Reſt. Where are you going, fir? 

Rob. To my maſter's room, madam, to leave 
theſe clothes there. 

Lady Reft. Stay, fir; ſtay a moment. * 
the pockets.) Where are his letters? 

Rob. Letters, my lady! I know of no letters: 1 
never touch his pockets. 

Lady Reſt. I gueſſed you would ſay ſo. You are 
Sir John's agent; the conductor of his ſchemes. 

Rob. I, madam? 

Lady Reſt. You, fir, you are his PEE for 
love- affairs. 

Rob. I collect his rents, my lady, and 

Lady Reſt. Oh! fir, Iam not to be deceived. I 
know you are my enemy. 

Rob. Enemy, my lady; I am ſure, as far as a 
poor ſervant dare, I am a friend to both. 

Lady Ręſt. Then tell me honeſtly, have not you. 
conveyed his letters out of my way? 

- Rob. Indeed, madam, not I. 

Lady Reſt. Then he has done it himſelf. Artful 
man! I never can find a line after him. Where 
did: you go for him.this morning? 

Rob. This morning? 

Lady Reſt. Ay, this morning. I know he ſent: 
you ſomewhere. Where was it? 

Rob. Upon my word, my lady 
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Lady Reft. Very well, fir; I ſee how it is. You 
are all bent againſt. me. I ſhall never be at reſt till 
every ſervant in this houſe is of my own chooſing, 
Is Tattle come home yet? 

Rob. No, madam. | 

Lady Reſt. Where can ſhe be gadding? Hark! 
I hear a rap at the door. This is Sir John, I 
ſuppoſe. Stay, let me liſten. I don't know that 
voice. Who can it be? Some of his libertine com- 
pany, I ſuppoſe. | 

Rob. My lady, if you will believe me 

Lady Reſt. Hold your tongue, man: let me hear, 
You want to hinder me, do you? 

Rob. Indeed, madam 

Lady Rejt. Hold your tongue, I ſay; won't you 
hold your tongue? Go about your buſineſs, ſir, go 
about your buſineſs. What does he ſay? ¶Liſſen- 
ing.] I cann't hear a word. Who is below there? 


Enter TatTTLE, with a Capuchin on. 


Lady Ref. So, Mrs. Tattle, who is that at the 
door? | 

Tat. A gentleman, madam, ſpeaking to William. 

Lady Reſt. And where have you been, miſtreſs? 
How dare you go out without my leave? 

Tat. Dear my lady, don't be angry with me. 1 
was ſo terrified about what happened in the morn- 
ing; and your ladyſhip was in ſuch a perilous tak- 
ing about it, that I went to defire Mrs. Marmalet 
would juſtify herſelf and me. 

Lady Reft. Oh! very well, Mrs. Buſy-body. You 
have been there, have you? You have been to frame 
a tory among yourſelves, have you, and to hinder 
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me from diſcovering? But I'll go to my Lady Con- 
queft myſelf, I have had no anſwer to my letter, 
and tis you have occafioned it. Thanks to your 
meddling ! * 

Tat. Dear my lady, if you will but give me leave: 
I have been doing you the greateſt piece of ſervice. 
J believe, in my conſcience, there is ſomething in 
what you ſuſpect about Sir John. 

Lady Reft. Do you? why ? how? 

Tat. J have ſeen Mrs. Marmalet, and I have 
made ſuch a diſcovery ! 

Lady Reft. Have you, Tattle? Well! What? 
ſpeak, tell me; what is it? 

- Rob. Robert has been there, e with a 
meſſiige from Sir John, who wants to ſee her in 
the evening ; and he has defired | 

Lady Refl. Bleſſings on you, Tatile: well, go 

on: tell me all. 


Enter a Servant. 


Lady Reft. What do you want, ſir? Who ug 
you ? Go about your buſineſs. 

Serv. Madam, there is a gentleman wants to 
ſpeak with Sir John about a picture. 

Lady Reft. J had forgot me. It was he rapped at 
the door, I ſuppoſe. 

Serv. Yes, ma'am! | 18 

Lady Reft. About a picture — This may lead to 
ſome further diſcovery. Deſire the gentleman to 
ſtep up ſtairs. [Exit Servant. d ſo, Tattle, 
Robert has been there? 

Tat. Yes, ma am. 
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Lady Reft. And Sir John wants to ſpeak with 
Marmalet in the evening, and has defired—Oh! 
the baſe man !—what has he defired? Now he is 
diſcovered. What has he defired ? 

Tat. He has defired, ma'am,—the poor girl does 
not know what to make of it—She is very ſober 
and diſcreet, I aſſure you, ma'am—he has deſired, 
ma'am, in the duſk of the evening, that Mrs. Mar- 
malet will come and 

Lady Reſt. How unlucky this is? The gentleman 
is coming. I have a mind not to fee him: and yet 
J will too. Tattle, do you ſtep to my room; as 
ſoon as he goes, I will come to you, and hear all in 
private. ¶ Exit Tattle.] In the duſk of the evening 
he defires to ſee her: abandoned wretch ! 


Enter BxverLzy. 


Bev. Madam [Bor. 

Lady Reft. Pray walk in, fir. [ Curtfies, 

Bev. I wanted a word with. Sir John Reſtleſs, 
madam. | 

Lady Reft. About a picture? 

Bev. Yes, madam, a picture I had given to a 
lady: and however inſignificant in itſelf, it is 
to me of the higheſt conſequence, as it may con- 
duce to the explanation of an affair, in * the 
happineſs of my life 1s concerned. 

Lady Reſt. The lady is young? 

Bev. She rs. 

Lady Ręſt. And handſome? 

Bev. In the higheſt degree; my heart is devoted 
to her; and I have reaſon to ſuſpect that a preſent 
from me is not of ſo much value as I could wiſh. 
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To be plain, ma'am, I i imagine ſhe has given the 


icture away. 

Lady Reſt. As I gueſſed: my ſuſpicions are juſt. 

Bev. Your ſuſpicions, ma'am | Did you ſuſpect 
it was given to Sir John Reſtleſs? 

Lady Reſt. What I know of the matter ſhall be 
no ſecret to you. Pray, fir, have you ſpoke to the 
lady on this ſubjeQ ? 

Bev. I have, but ſhe knows nothing of the mat- 
ter; ſhe has loſt it, ſhe has miſlaid it, ſhe can give 
no account of it. 

Lady Reſt. She has given it to Sir John, fir, to 
ſhew him how little ſhe regards it. 

Bev. Given it to him? 

Lady Reſt. Given it to him, fir. 

Bev. Then I have no further doubt. 

Lady Reſt. Of what? 

Bev. Madam, I would not hurt your peace of 
mind; I would not give you an impreflion of Sir 
John, that may affect his character. 

Lady Reft. Oh! fir; ſtand upon no ceremony 
with him; an injurious, falſe, licentious man! 

Bev. Is that his character? 

Lady Reft. Notoriouſly : he has made me miſe- 
rable; falſe to his marriage vows, and warm in the 
purſuit of his pleaſures abroad !—I have not deſerv- 

ed it of him. Oh! Sir John! Sir John! [ Crier. 

Bev. She weeps; the caſe is plain, and I am un- 
done. 

Lady Reft. Pray, fir, what is the lady's name? 

Bev. Belinda Blandford. 

- Lady Refi. Belinda Blandford! So far I have 
diſcovered. [ Afige. 
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Bev. Pray, madam, have you ever ſeen her? 

Lady Reſt. Seen her, fir! yes, I have ſeen too 
much of her. 

Bev. You alarm me, madam. You have ſeen 
nothing improper, I hope. 


Lady Reft. I don't know what you call improper. 


But, pray, what ought one to think of a young lady 
thrown familiarly into a gentleman's arms? 
Bev. In his arms, madam! Sir John's arms! 

Lady Reft. In Sir John's! in open day; in the 
Park; under my very window; moſt familiarly, 
wantonly reclining in his very arms. 

Bev. Oh, Heavens! 

Lady Ref. He claſping her with equal freedom 
round the waiſt! 

Bev. Falſe, falſe Belinda! 

Lady Reft. Both interchanging fond, mutual 
glances. — 

Bev. Oh! madam, the whole is come to light, 
4 1 thank you for the diſcovery, though I am ru- 
ined by it. But give me leave: is all this certain? 
Lady Reft. There can be no doubt, fir: theſe 
eyes beheld their amorous meeting. | 

Bev. Saw it yourſelf ? | | 

Lady Refs. Yes, all, all, fir. Sir John, I know, 
is capable of any thing, and you know what to 
think of Belinda, as you call her. 

Bev. I now know what to think: I have long 
17 _ to ſuſpect, 

Reſt. You have, fir ? Then the whole affair 
is wr enough. 

Bev. It is ſo. I meant an honourable connec- 
tion with her bu. | 


IL 
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Lady Reft. But you ſee, fir! 

Bev. Yes, I ſee; madam——you are ſure Sir 
John has the picture? 

Lady Reft. Sure, fir !—it is your own picture. I 
had it in my hands but a moment, and he flew with 
ardour, with impetuoſity, like a fury flew to it, 
and recovered it from me. What could be the 
meaning of all that violence? 

Bev. The meaning is too plain, 

Lady Reft. And then, fir, when charged and 
preſſed home with his guilt, moſt hypocritically he 
pretended to believe it the portrait of ſome favourite 
of mine. But you know, fir, how falſe that inſi- 
nuation 18. 

Bev. Oh! madam, I can juſtify you—Ha, ha; 
that is but a poor evaſion, and confirms me the 
more in my opinion, I return you many thanks, 
madam, and humbly take my leave. 

Lady Reſt. Sir, I am glad you thought it prudent 
to ſpeak to me about this affair. If any other cir- 
cumſtances come to your knowledge, I ſhall take it 
as a favour if you will acquaint me with them; for, 
indeed, fir, I am very unhappy. | | 

Bev. I am in gratitude bound to you, and my 
beſt ſervices you ſhall ever command. Madam, your 
moſt obedient. ——Oh ! Belinda! Belinda! [ Exit. 

Lady Ref. Now, Sir John, how will you be able 
to confront theſe ſtubborn fats? You are now 
ſeen through all your diſguiſes; detected in your 
true colours. Tattle within here has freſh proofs 
againſt you, and your man Robert, and the whole 
houſe. I muſt hear Tattle's ftory this very mo- 
ment. [E.. 
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SCENE III. 


The Parl. Enter Sir Jonx. 


Sir Jobn. Yes, yes, he told me his name honeſtly 
enough. Beverley is his name; and my Lady Reſt- 
leſs, now your gallant, your paramour is known. 
What do I ſee? By all my wrongs, the very man 
again | coming out of my houſe before my face 


BzyerLEY and ROBERT come out of the Houſe, 


Bev. There, friend, there is ſomething for your 
trouble. 

Rob. I thank your honour. 

Sir John. He bribes my ſervant too; and the fel- 
low takes it! Both in their trade; both in their 
trade! 

Bev. Could I have ſuſpeRted her of ſuch trea- 
 chery? As I could wiſh: I take that to be Sir John 
Reſtleſs. | 

Sir Fohn. This is he to whom I have ſo many ob- 
ligations. [Afide. 

Bev. Well encountered; your ſervant, fir. 

Sir John. My ſervant, fir!——I rather take it 
you are my lady's ſervant. 

Bev. You, if I don't miſtake, Sir John, are a 
pretty general ſervant of the ladies. Pray, fir, have 
not you a picture of mine in your pocket? 

Sir Fohn.. That, I ſuppoſe, you have heard from 
my good lady within there. 

Bev. Yes, fir, and I have beard a great deal more 
from wy lady. | 
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Sir John. I don't in the leaſt doubt it. 

Bev. Sir, I do not mean to work myſelf up into 
any choler about ſuch a trifling bauble. Since the 
lady has thought proper to give it to you—— 

Sir John. Do her juſtice, pray; ſhe did not give 
it; ſo far ſhe was true to you. I took it from her, 
fir, | 
Bev. Took it from her | That ſhews he is upon 
eaſy terms [A/ide.] It is of no conſequence to me; 
I deſpiſe it, and you are welcome to make what uſe 
you will of it. This I will only ſay, that you have 
made me miſerable. 

Sir Fohn. What, I have interrupted your happi- 
neſs ? 

Bev. You have. 

Sir John. And no doubt you chink it cruel of 
me ſo to do. 

Bev. Call it by what name you will: you one 
ruined me with the woman I doated on to diſtraction. 

Sir Jobn. A candid declaration And fo, fir, you 
doted on her, and never reflected that you were do- 
ing me the leaſt injury? 

Bev. Injury — ! promiſe you, fir, I will never 
injure you again, and ſo you may ſet your mind at 
peace. I here declare I will never hold farther i in- 
tercourſe with her. 

Sir John. Oh! that is too late for me. I have 
now done with her myſelf. You are very welcome 
to the lady, fir! you may take her home with you 
as ſoon as you pleaſe. I forſwear her, and ſo I 
mall tell my lady this moment. [ Going. 

Bev, That will make her ladyſhip happy, no 
doubt. 
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Sir John. Yes, I dare ſay you know i it will. 

Bev. She told me as much, fir. 

Sir John. She did !—why then you may depend 
I ſhall keep my word, and my lady may depend 
upon it too. And that, I ſuppoſe, will make you 
doth happy, fir. | 

Bev. My happineſs is paſt recalling : I diſdain 
all further connection with the lady. 

Sir John. Ay, you are tired of her? 

Bev. I loath her, deteſt her, hate her as much az 
I ever loved her. 

Sir John. And ſo do I too, I aſſure you. And 
ſo I ſhall tell my lady this very inſtant. Your ſer- 
vant, fir. 1f I can find proof ſufficient, you ſhall 
hear of me, I promiſe you. [ Exit, 
Bev. I ſee how it is: ſhe has been connected with 
him, till ſhe has palled his very appetite. *Sdeath, 
I'll ſeek her this moment, upbraid her with her falſe- 
hood, and then—by heavens! I ſhall do it with re- 
gret. I feel a tug at my heart · ſtring: but were I to 
be torn piece · meal, this ſhall be our laſt interview. 


Enter BETIIx DA, CIARIssA, and BxLLMONT. 


Belin. Alas - a-day! poor ſoul! ſee where he takes 
bis melancholy walk. Did not J tell you, Clariſſa, 
that the ſtricken deer could not quit this place? 

Cla. And did not I tell you, Belinda, that you 
could not keep away from the purſuit? - 

Bel. Pray, ma'am, do you want to be in at the 
death, or do you mean to bring che poor thing to 

- life again? 
Belin. TI |—what do you mean ?—You bring me 


this ay. 
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Cla. Well ! if that is the caſe, whom ens 


home, for I want my tea. 
Belin. Po! not yet: it is not fix o'clock. 
Bel. and Cla. Ha, ha! 
Belin. What do ye laugh at? 
Cla. At you, my dear: why, tis paſt ſeven. Oh! 
Belinda, you are the ſtricken deer, I find. 
Belin. Who I? Not I, truly: 1 | 
Cla. My dear Belinda, I know you. Come, we 


will do the good-natured thing by you, and leave 


you to yourſelves. Succeſs attend you. Come, Mr. 
Bellmont. [ Exeunt. 
Belin. Thyrſis, a youth of the inſpired train, 
Fair Sachariſſa lov'd, but lov'd in vain. 

Bev. Po! po! [ Looking peeviſbly at her. 

Belin. Won't you know me, fir? 

Bev. Yes, madam, I know you: it is but too 
true that I know you. 

Belin. Still gloomy and diſcontented ! Come, 
come, under pain of my diſpleaſure, brighten up 
this moment. 

Bev. Silly, idle, ridiculous! 

Belin. Take care of what you are about. When 
I proclaim a pardon, you had better embrace it, 
than reduce yourſelf to the neceſſity of ſighing, 
vowing, proteſting, writing to me, following me 
up and down, kneeling at my fone, imploring for- 
giveneſs 

Bev. Madam, you will never again ſee me i 
bled to that low degree. 

Belin. Upon my word! ha, ha, ha! 

Bev. Oh! you may laugh, ma' am: you have too 
long impoſed upon my fond, eaſy credulity. But 
the witchery of your charms is over 
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Belin. Very well, fir! and you are your own man 
again. 

Bev. T am, madam; and you may be your own 
woman again, or any body's woman, or every 
body's. 

Belin. You grow rude, fir! 


Bev. It is time to wave all ceremony, and to tell 


you plainly, chat your falſehood 
Belin. My falſehood, fir! 

Bev. Your falſehood !—T know the whole ſtory, 
I loved you once, Belinda, tenderly loved you, and 
by Heaven I ſwear, it is with ſorrow that I can no 
longer adore you. It is with anguiſh that I now bid 
you an everlaſting farewell. [ Going, 

Belin. Explain, fir: what aQtion of my life? 

Bev. Your prudence forſook you at laſt. It was 
too glaring; too manifeſt in open day. 

Belin. Too manifeſt in open day !—Mr. Bever- 
ley I ſhall hate you. 

Bev. All circumſtances inform again you; my 
picture given away! 

Helin. Inſolent, provoking, wrong- headed man 
I'll confirm him in his error, to torment him as 
he deſerves. [Afide.] Well, fir, what if I choſe to 
give it away? I am miſtreſs of my own actions, 
am I not? 

Bev. I know that, ma'am : I know that; and I 
am not uneaſy, ma'am. 

Belin. So it ſeems—ha, ha !—why do you ſigh, 
poor man? 

Bev. Sigh, madam ! I diſdain it. 

Belin. I am glad of it; now that is ſo manly ! but 
pray watch yourſelf well, hold a guard upon all your 


== & 
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paſſions, otherwiſe they will make a fool of you 


again. 
Bev. And do you take care you don't expoſe 
yourſelf again. Lolling familiar in a gentleman's 


arms. 


Belin. How ? 

Bev. Here, in the Park ; in open day, 

Belin. What can this mean? 

Bev. He inviting you to his houſe! 

Belin. Oh! Tunderſtand him now; when I faint- 
ed, all this was. I'll encourage his notion, to be 
revenged of his waſpiſh temper. [ A/ide. ] Well, fir, 
and what then? 

Bev. What then ? 

Belin. Ha, ha! poor Mr. Beverley !—why ſhould 
you be in a piteous taking, becauſe I, in the gaiety 
of my heart, give away a picture I ſet no value on, 
or walk with a gentleman I do ſet a value on, or 
lean on his arm, or make the man happy by letting 
him dra v on my glove. 

Bev. Or draw off your glove, madam. 

Belin. Ay, or draw it off. 

Bev. Yes, or—or—or take any other liberties. 

Belin. Very true. | 

Bev. You may make light of it, madam, bu. 
| Belin. Why yes, a generous temper always makes 
light of the favours it confers. 


Bev. And ſome generous tempers will make light 


of any thing to gratify their inclinations, Madam, 
I have done: I abjure you, eternally abjure you. 
[ Going: 
. Belin. Bon voyage! 
Bev. Don't imagine that you will ſee me again. 


— — 


— 
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Belin. Adieu. Well, what, coming again? 
Why do you linger ſo? [ Repeats affefedly, 
Thus o'er the dying lamp, th' unſteady flame 

Hangs quivering to a point ! 
Bev. With what an air ſhe carries it! J have but 


this one thing more to tell you: by heaven I loved 


you, to exceſs I loved you; ſuch is my weakneſs, I 
ſhall never quite forget you. I ſhall be glad, if 
hereafter I hear of your happineſs, and if I can, no 
diſhonour ſhall befall you. 

Belin. Ho, ho — Well, my obliging, generous 
Don Quixote, go and fight windmills, and caſtles 


in the air, and a thouſand phantoms of your own 


creation, for your Dulcinea's ſake! ho, ho, ho 

Bev. Confuſion ! Take notice, madam, that this 
1s the laſt time of my troubling you. 

Belin. I ſhall expect you to-morrow morning. 

Bev. No, never; by heaven, never! 

Belin. Exactly at ten ; your uſual hour. 

Bev. May I periſh at your feet, if ever again 

Belin. Oh, brave; but remember ten; kneeling, 
beſeeching, imploring, your hand upon your heart, 

—* Belinda, won't you forgive me? 

Bev. Damnation! I have done: I here bid 
you an eternal adieu !—farewell for ever! [¶ Exit. 

Belin. I ſhall wait breakfaſt for you. Ha, ha! 
poor Beverley ! he cannot command his temper. 
But, in ſpite of all his faults, I love him flill. 
What the poet ſays of great wits, may be applied 


to all jealous lovers: 


To madneſs ſure they're near allied; 
And thin partitions do their bounds divide. [ Exit. 
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ACT IV. SCENE 1. Re 


enn 


An Paas rede s Houſe. Enter Bx- 


V ERLEY, 


4 * ” 
s 
Beutriey. 


So, Belinda, I have eſcaped your ſnares: T have 


recovered my freedom. And yet, if ſhe had not 


proved falſe, what-a treaſure of love and happineſs 


had I in ſtore! her beauty—po'!—no more of her 
beauty: it is external, ſuperficial, tae mere reſult 


of features and complexion. A deceitful Syren, to 


draw the unwary into a dream of happineſs, and 
then wake him into wonder at the ſtorms and tem- 


peſts that gather round him. I have done with ker; 
r kr more of her. Oh, Belinda, Belinda! 


2 Bauen. 


Bruſh. Pleaſe your honour—— 
Bev. She that i in W part * life n ſo ami- 


able 


Bruſb. Sir b b 

Bev. Under ſo fair a maſk 10 wear ſuch looſe de- 
ſig gus! ISR 2 
"Bruſh What i is he 8 upon . 

Bev. I have done with her for ever; ay, for ever, 
Hums a tune. ]—l Iwear NIE . 


jou chere, Bruſn? 


Braſh. Yes, your THEY : here i is a letter, 


Bev. So untoreſeen, ſo unexpected a diſcovery ! 


— Well, well, well! What did you ſay, Bruſh? 


- "Bruſh. A letter for your honour, fir. 


* — — 
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Bev. Give it to me another time. [Walks abou.) 
Ill not make myſelf uneaſy about her. 
Bruſb. J fancy your honour will be glad to hare 


it now. 


Bev. What did you ſay ? 

Bruſb. It is a letter from Madam Belinda, fir, 
Bev. Belinda! I won't read it: take it away. 
Bruſh. Hey, which way is the wind now? Some 


quarrel, I ſuppoſe: but the falling out of lovers,— 


Muſt I take it away, fir ? 

Bev. I have done with her for ever. 

Bruſh. Have done with Madam Belinda, fir? 

Bev. Oh, Bruſh, ſhe is—but I will not proclain 
her ſhame. No, let me ſtill be tender of her. 1 
will ſee her no more, Bruſh, that is all; hear from 
her no more: ſhe ſhall not wind herſelf about ny 
heart again. I'll go out of town directly: order 
my chaiſe to the door. 

Bruſb. Had not you better defer it till 'morrow 
morning, fir ? perhaps then 

Bev. No, no; directly; do as I bid you. 

Bruſb. Conſider, fir, if your mind ſhould change, 
the trouble of coming back poſt- haſte 

Bev. No, never; Iſay, never: what to her, who 
could ſmile on me, on him, on a thouſand? No; 
ſhe ſhall know that I am a man, and no longer the 


dupe of her artifice. 


Bruſh. But, fir, you know chat one Golitary tear, 
which, after miſerably chafing for it half an hour 
together, ſhe will painfully diſtil from the corner of 
her eye, will extinguiſh all this rage, and then 

Bev. Po, po! you know nothing of the matter, 
Go and order the chaiſe directly. 


have 
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Bruſh. Yes, fir. I ſuppoſe a couple of ſhirts will 
be ſufficient, fir ?—you will hardly ſtay them out. 

Bev. Pack up all, fir, I ſhall ſtay in the coun- 
try a whole month, if it be neceſſary. 

Bruſh. An entire month, fir? 

Bev. I am reſolved, fixed, and determined; and 
ſo do as I have ordered you. [Exit Bruſh.]—So 


Aer IV. 


- ſhall I diſentangle myſelf from her entirely, ſo ſhall 


I forget the fondneſs my fooliſh heart had conceived 
for her. I hate her, loath her, pity her, am ſorry 
for her, and love her ftill. I muſt expel this weak- 
neſs: I will think no more of her: and yet—Brufh, 
Bruſh !—I may as well ſee her letter too: only to 
try what her cunning can ſuggeſt. 


Enter Bxusn. 


Bev. You may as well leave the letter, Bruſh. 

Bruſb. Yes, fir; 1 thought as much. [ Exit. 

Bev. [ Alone. ] Now what varniſh will ſhe put 
upon the matter ?—[ Reads.]—* The falſe gaiety of 
my heart, through which my dear Beverley might 
have read my real anguiſh, at our laſt meeting, has 
now ſubſided. If you will come to me, I will not 
laugh at your inquietude 6f temper, but will clear 
all your doubts, and ſhew you how much I am, my 
deareſt Beverley, unalterably yours, 

BzrLixda BLanDrorD.' 
Pſhaw ! po! foley my doubts: I have no doubts; 
I am convinced. Theſe arts prevail no more. Ha, 
ha! -[ Laughs pee viſbly.— My dear Beverley'— 
Reads, and tears the letter by degrees. real an- 
guiſh'*—ha, ha !—— Tears another piece. in- 
quietude of temper'——[ Another piece. — clear all 
D 2 | 
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your doubts'——Po, po, po !——ha, ha, ha 
damnation !=——T'll think no more of her [Tear 
"another bit. ha, ha deareſt Beverley 
ha, ha !——artful woman unalterably your' 
_ —falfe, falſe, falſe! [Tears another piece. 
I'll not make myſelf uneaſy about her. Perfidy, 
treachery, and ingratitude! [ Fixes his eye, looks un. 
eaſy, and tears the letter in a violent paſſion ] 


Enter CraxtssA and BEeLLMONrT. 


Cla. So, brother. 
Bel. Beverley! 
Bev. Siſter, your ſervant: Mr. Bellmont, yours, 
Cla. You ſeem melancholy, brother. 
Bev. No, not I. I am in very good ſpirits, 
Cla. Ha, ha! my dear brother that is ſeen 
through: you are now upon the rack. 
Bev. What, about a woman, a falſe, ungrateful 
woman 
Biel. Whom you ſtill admire. 
Cla. To whom you'll be upon your knees in fir 


minutes. 


Bev. You are miſtaken: I am going out of town 
Bel. But you will take your leave. 
Bev. I have done that, once for all. 
Cla. Has not ſhe writ to you? 
Bev. She has; and there there you ſee the ef 
fect of her letter. You will ſee that I ſhall main 
tain a proper firmneſs on the occafion. 

Bel. My dear Beverley, have. done with thi 
1 mockery : you but deceive yourſelf. 
* Bev. You want to deceive me, fir: but it is it 
vain. What, plead for _ treachery, for falſehood 
for deceit? 
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Cla. No, ſir, but for my friend, my lovely friend, 
ſor Belinda, for truth, for innocence. 

Bev. You don't know all the circumſtances. 

Cla. But we do know all the circumſtances, and, 
my dear brother, you have behaved very ill. 

Bev. Heaven knows, I have not; and yet, Heaven. 
knows, I ſhould be glad to be convinced I have. 

Cla. I will be your friend, and give you a hint, 
We women are ſoft and compaſſionate in our na- 
ture; go to her without delay, fall at her feet, beg 
her pardon, drop a tear or two, and all will be well 
again. 

"Bev. Do you come to make ſport of me ? May 
contempt and beggary attend me; may all the ca- 
lamities of life befall me; may ſhame, confuſion, 
and diſquiet of heart for ever ſting me, if I hold 
further intercourſe with her: if I do not put her 
from my thoughts for ever. Did you leave her at 
home? ; 

Cla. We did. 

Bev. Well, let her ſtay 1 it is of no conſe, 
quence to me. How did ſhe bear what paſſed ber 
tween us ? 

Cla. Like a ſweet girl as ſhe is: ſhe behaved like 
an angel: I ſhall love her better than ever for her 
good humour. 

Bev. Oh! I don't doubt her good humour. She 
has ſmiles at command. Let her ſmile, or not 
ſmile, tis all alike to me. Did ſhe ſay any thing? 

Cla. She told us the whole ſtory, and told it in 
tears too. 14 

Bev. Ay! them ſhe can command too! But I 
have no curioſity about her. Was ſhe in tears? 
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Cla. She was, and wept bitterly. How could 
you, brother, behave ſo raſhly to ſo amiable a girl? 
Have you a pleaſure in being the cauſe of her un- 
eaſineſs? 

Bev. I the cauſe?—you wrong me, by Heaven 
you wrong me: my Lady Reſtleſs was the cauſe. 
She told me ſuch things; ſhe planted daggers in my 
very heart. 

Cla. You planted daggers in Belinda's heart. 
And it was barbarous. What, becauſe a lady has 
not ſtrength enough to bear up againſt a father, 
who is reſolved to give her away to another, and 
becauſe ſhe faints out of exceſſive tenderneſs for you, 
and in that diſtreſs meets accidental relief from Sir 
To; Reſtleſs at his own door? 

How! 
| 285 And becauſe my Lady Reſtleſs ſees this out 
of her window, and has a perverſe talent of miſin- 
terpreting appearances into realities, to her own diſ- 
advantage; you muſt therefore fill your head with 
ungenerous ſuſpicions? Oh! for ſhame, brother, 
how could you ? 

Bev. But, is all this true ?—is it alle the caſe? 

Bel. How can you doubtit? You know Belinda 
too well: it is the caſe, man. 

Bev. I ſhould be glad to find it ſo. 

Cla. Well! I tell you it is ſo. How could you 
think otherwiſe? you know ſhe has the beſt heart 
in the world, and is ſo nice of honour, that ſhe 
ſcorns all falſehood and diſſimulation. 

Bel. Ha, ha ! my dear Beverley, you have done 
the abſurdeſt thing. 
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Bev. Why, if what you ſay can be made to ap- 


girl! hear but then ſhe'll never forgive my paſt beha- 
Jour. 


Cla. Po! you talk as if you were wholly unlet- 
ter'd in the tempers of women, My dear brother, 
you know, you men can do what you pleaſe with 
us, when once you have gained an intereft in our 
hearts. Go to her, I ſay, go to her, and make 
you peace. 

Bev. May I depend upon what you ſay ? 

Cla. You may. 

Bev. Then III fly to her this inſtant, humble 
myſelf to her, and Promiſe by all my future life to 
atone = this brutal 3 Mary. ae 


Ewer Bzvss. 


 Bruſo. The chaiſe is at the door, fir. 

Bev. You ye up again; I ſhan't om of 
town.” 

Bruſb. No, fir! 

Bev. No—ha, ha !——you may put up, and let 
me have the chariot directly. 

Bruſh, Yes, fir; I knew it would come to this 

[ Exit. 
| Bev. But do you think ſhe will forgive me ? 

Cla. She will; love will plead your cauſe. 

Bev. My dear fiſter, I am for ever obliged to 
you: and, Bellmont, I thank you too. How could 
I wrong her ſo ? I ſhall behold her once again. I 
cannot help laughing at my own raſhneſs. Is the 
chariot ready ?—1I won't ſtay for it; I am on the 
wing, my dear Belinda, to implore forgiveneſs. 
And ſo ſhe fainted away in the Park, and my Lady 
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Reſtleſs ſaw Sir John afford her relief ?—Ha, ha, 
ha !—whimfical enough. Ha, ha, ha! what a firange 
conſtruction her crazy temper put upon it! Ha, 
ha! how could the woman be ſo fooliſh ? My dear 
Belinda, I will fly to you this moment—ha, ha! 
[ Going, returns.) Sir John ſhall give me back the 
picture, and, on my knees, I will once more pre- 
ſent it to her. 

Cla. So, ſo! you are cometo yourſelf, 1 find, 

Bel. J knew it would be fo, _. 

Bev. She ſhall have the picture. Tl ing Sir 
John directly: and then—ha, ha! how could 1 be 
ſuch a madman! ha, ha I—ſiſter, your ſervant, 
Bellmont, yours. Ha, ha ! what a piece of work 
has that fooliſh Lady Reſtleſs made for us all? 


[Exit Jinging. 
_ Cla. Let us follow him: I 1 be preſent at their 
reconeiliation. [Ex with Bellmont. 


* A Te * 
e ) 


_ — 


SCENE II. 


— 


An Apartment at BIN pa“. Enter BzLinva. 
Belin. This raſh, unaccountable man! how could 
he entertain ſuch a ſuſpicion ! ungrateful Beverley 
he almoſt deſerves I ſhould never ſee him again.— 
Tippet ! I ſha'n't be eaſy till I hear from him. 
Tippet ! 
| Enter Tirezr. 


| Bel, in. Is the ſervant returned from Mr. Howes. 
ley's? | 
Tip. Not yet, madam, 
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Belin. I wonder what keeps him. I am upon 
thorns till I ſee the dear, ungenerous man, and ex- 


plain every thing to him. Oh, Mr. Beverley! how 


could you treat me ſo? But I was partly to blame ; 


my Lady Keſtleſs inflamed his mind, and I ſhould 


not have trifled with his paſſion. Is. the other ſer- 
vant returned from Sir John Reſtleſs? 

Tip. He is, madam. 

Belin. And what anſwer? 

Tip. Sir John will wait upon you himſelf, ma- 


dam, directly. 


Belin. Very well! I muſt get him to ſet every 


thing in its true light, and juſtify my conduct to 


Mr. Beverley. And yet the uncertajnty of Bever- 


ley's temper.alarms me ſtrangely. His eternal ſuſ- 


picions ! but there is nothing in that: my future 


conduct, my regard for him will cure that diſeaſe, 


and then 
Tip. I dare be ſworn it will, ma'am. 

\ Belin. Yes, I think it will: when he knows me 

better, he will learn to think generouſly. of me. 


On my part, I think I can be ſure he will meet 


with nothing but open, unſuſ petting love. 


Enter a 1 


Serv. Sir John Reſtleſs, madam. | 
Belin. Shew him in. "Lipper, do you leave the 


rToOm. 


Enter Sir Jonx. 


we * Jobn. In compliance with. your commands, 


madam 


Dz 
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Belin. I am obliged to you, fir, for the trouble 
you have been pleaſed to give yourſelf. A particu- 
lar circumſtance has happened in your family, to 
my utter diſquiet. 

Sir John. Madam, there have W things in 
my family, to my utter diſquiet too. 

Belin. I am ſorry for that, fir. I have been made 
quite unhappy, and muſt beg, as it is in your poy- 
er, that you will be kind enough to remove the 
cauſe of my unea ſineſs. 

Sir John. Whatever I can do, you may command, 

Bel. Sir, I thank you, and muſt tell you, that 
your lady has done me the moſt irreparable injury, 

Sir Fohn. She has done the ſame to me. My 
injuries are irreparable too. But how has ſhe in- 
jured you, madam ? 

Belin. She has ruined me, fir, with the man I 
love to diſtraction. 

Sir Fobn. Now, here ſomething elſe will come 
to light. [Afide.]—How, how has ſhe done that, 
' madam ? 

Belin. She has entirely drawn off his affection 
from me. 

Sir John. And fixed them upon herſelf, I ſup- 
poſe. 

Belin. I don't ſay that, fir. 

Sir John. But I dare ſay it; and ] believe it. 

Belin. Pardon me, ſir, I don't charge the lady 
with any thing of that kind. But ſhe has unac- 
— taken it into her head to be jealous of me. 

Sir Fohn. Jealous of you 

Belin. Her ladyſhip ſaw the little offices of civi- 
ty I received from you this morning; ſhe miſun- 
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derſtood every thing, it ſeems, and has told the 
gentleman with whom I was engaged in a treaty of 
marriage, that improper freedoms have paſſed be- 
tween us. | | 

Sir Fohn. Artifice! artifice! her uſual policy, 
madam, to cover her own libertine ways. 

Belin. I don't mean to ſay any thing harſh of the 
lady. But you know what foundation there is for 
this, and I hope will do me juſtice. 

Sir Fohn. Oh | madam, to the world, to the wide 
world III juſtify you. I will wait upon the gen- 
tleman. Who is he, madam? what' s his name? 

Belin. Beverley, fir. 

Sir Fohn. Beverley |: 

Belin. Yes, fir ; you ſeem ſurpriſed. Do you 
know him, fir? ' 

Sir John. Yes, yes, I know him; oy he ſhall 
know me: my reſentment he ſhall Gly he ſhall 
be anſwerable to me. 

| Belin. Anſwerable to you! 


Sir John. To me, madam. I told you at firſt 


this was her ſcheme to ſhelter herſelf; and he, I 
ſuppoſe, is combined with her to give this furn to 
the affair, and to charge me with infidelity. But 
you, ma'am, can witneſs for me. 

Belin. I can, fir ; but can Mr. e be ca- 
pable of a diſhonourable action? 

Sir John. That point is clear enough. He has 


injured me in the higheſt degree, deſtroyed my hap- 


pineſs. 

Belin. How, fir! are you ſure of this? 

Sir Jobn. He has given her his picture; I caught 
her with her eyes rivetted to it ; I heard her admi- 
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ration, her praiſes of it; her wiſhes that ſhe had 
been married to ſuch a man. I ſaw her print a 
thouſand kiſſes on it; and in the —_ fact 1 waſted 
it out of her hand. 

Belin. If T imagined kim capable of $2 you 
ſay, I ſhould ſcarcely be willing io join myſelf to 
him for life. Quarrel with me about his picture, 
and at the ſame time give it to another! | 

Sir John. Lady Reſtleſs had the picture. With- 
out doubt, you muſt be very happy with a man of 

is gallantry. - 

Belin. Happy, fir! I ſhould be miſciable, Af 
trated; I ſhould break my heart. But do you think 
you have ſufficient proof? 


Sir John. I have ſeen him coming out of my houſe 
fince, clandeſtinely, ſhunning every obſervant eye, 
with the characters of guilt in his face; and all the 
diſcourſe I had with lin. ſerved * to convince 
me the more. 

Bielin. Abandoned weeteh! was this the Jos he 
profeſſed for me? Sir, T have only to hope you will 
'vindicate me in this matter. I commend myſelf to 
your honour, and I thank you for this favour. 

Sir John. Our evidence will mutually ſpeak for 
each other, and confound their a 3 Ma- 
dam, I take my leave. , 

Belin. Sir, your moſt obedient. 

Sir John. The gentleman — feel my en 
nation. 

 Zelin. You cannot treat him too ſevere ly. 
Sir John. I will expoſe him, I n ag Ma- 
* your humble ſerrant. [ Exit. 


| You are very good, Mrs. Marmalet 


* 
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Bela. Oh! Mr. Beverley, could I have imagined 
this? Falſe! falſe man! and yet how ſhall 1 forget 
him? but I will make an effort, tho' it pierce me to 
the quick. I will tear him from my heart. This 
moment I will write to him, and forbid him to ſee 


me more. [Extt. 


—— — — 


SCENE In. 


The Park. Enter Sir Tous. 


Sir John. If I can procure ſufficient evidence, I 
ſhall bring the matter to a divorce, and make an 
example of them all. Would Marmalet were come : 
this is her time to a moment. If T can worm the 
ſecret out of her—Is not that ſhe, yonder ?—Not 
quite day-light enough to diftinguiſh, but I think I 


perceive a perſon maſked. Hiſt! hiſt! Mrs. Mar- 
.malet—ſhe comes this way : it is ſhe. + Mrs. Mar- 


malet, your ſervant. 


Fr nter a Perſon Maſted. 


4 


Moſt. Bleſs my heart, I am ſcared out of my 
ſenſes. 


Sir Fobn. What's the matter, pray? as s the 


— . 


Maſe. Oh, &1. I tremble like a leaf. I was ac- 
coſted in a rude manner by ſome geutlemen yonder; 


- Ican't ftay here, let us go into your houſe, fir; I 


beg you will. 
Sir John. My houſe ? would not any other houſe 


do as well? 


Maſt. Oh! no, fir ; not for the world. 
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Sir John. Why my wife is not at home, and ſo 
I think I may venture: not but I had rather it were 
elſewhere. 

Maſt. Indeed, Sir John, Tam frightened out of 
my ſenſes. You will do me a favour if you will 
take me into the houſe. 

Sir Fohn. Say no more: itſhall beſo. Robert 
- Rob. Is that Sir John ? [ Opening the door. 

Sir Fobn. Your lady is Not at home, Robert, is 
ſhe ? | 
Rob. No, fir. 

Sir John. Then do you go in, and take care that 
nobody ſees Mrs. Marmalet with me. Come, III 
ſhew you the way. hs [Exeunt, 


——__ — 


SCENE IV. 


Sir Joun's Houſe. Enter TarTII, and BevzLey. 


Tat. [As fhe entert.] Ay, poor lady! ſhe is un- 
fortunate, indeed; and, poor gentleman; he is as 
jealous as my lady to the full, There has been a 
deal to do about that picture you mention, ſir. 

Bev. That will be explained preſently ; I'll wait 
till he comes home. I can't poſſibly go without 
ſpeaking to him. 

Tat. Indeed, you had better not ſtay, fir. You 
don't confider the miſchief your being in the houſe 
may occaſion. | 

Bev. Miſchief! how do you mein? - 

Tat. Lord, fir! I would not have you ſtay for the 
world: I would not indeed. You can call again in 
an hour, fir, and you'll certainly ſind him at home 


* 
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then. Bleſs my heart, fir !—l fancy that's his voice. 
Do, dear fir! you'll be the ruin of my lady, if he 
ſees you here, fir, waiting in his houſe : he'll be 
perſuaded you come afier my lady; the world will 
never beat it out of his head, 

Bev. But I ſhall give him to underftand—— 

Tat. He won't underſtand any thing. Oh lud! 
oh lud! he's coming up: I'll run and look. [ Exit. 

Bev. What a flurry the woman is in! a fooliſh 
jade! I muſt ſpeak with him now. | 

Tat. [Entering.] It is he as I am alive, fir; and 
there is a woman in a maſk with him. 

Bev. A woman in a maſk ! Zoons, if that ſhould 
be Belinda! my mind miſgives me ftrangely! _ 

[Afide. 

Tat. Do, dear fir ; you look like a good-natured 
gentleman; let me hide you out of the way, fir. 
You would not be the deſtruction of a poor ſervant. 

Bev. A maſk coming home with him! I muſt 
know who that is. I won't leave the houſe without 
knowing. If I could conceal myſelf—have you any 
private place, Mrs. Tattle? 

Tat. That is the very thing I mean, fir. Let me 
conceal you in that cloſet till he paſſes through this 
room. He never ſtays long here. It won't take 
you two minutes. Do, ſweet fir, I'll down on my 
knees to you. | 

Bev. I muſt know who it is. Come, diſpoſe of 
me as you will. If this ſhould be Belinda! [ Exit. 

Tat. Heavens bleſs you, fir, for this goodneſs! 
T'll lock the door to make ſare work of it. I was 
never ſo frightened in my life, [ Exit, 
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Enter Sir Joan, ads Perſe Maſted. 


Sir Zohn. Mrs. Marmalet, I am obliged to you 
for this favour. I wanted a word or two with you, 

Maſ#. So Robert informed me, fir. 

Sir John. Did he tell you my buſineſs? 

Maſe. No, fir. 

Sir Zohn. Look ye then: if you will gratify me 
in what I ſhall aſk, you may command any thing. 
Now you may be uncovered. ; 

Maſt. La! fir—I hear a noiſe: I am afraid 
ſomebody's coming : I ſhall be ſeen. 

Sir Fohn. Huſh! no: there's nobody. If you 
will indulge me on this occafion, I am yours for 
ever. Here, here 1s a purſe of money for you. 

Maſe. But if this ſhould come to the knowledge 
of your lady, I am ruined and undone. 

Sir John. No, no, I'll take care of you. 

Maſt. Will you, fir? 

Sir John. Iwill. But come; let me remove this 
from your face. | | 

Maſt. But ſomebody may come. 

Sir John. III lock the door. mw now we are 
ſafe. 
MI. But in a little time you'll make up all 
quarrels with your lady, and I ſhall be ruined. 

Sir John. No, no, never fear: I ſhall never be 
reconciled to her: T hate her; I deteſt her. 

Lady Rejt. Do you fo, Kr [ Unnaſting.] Now, 
Sir John, what can you ſay now, fir? 

Sir Jobn. My Lady 3 Contubion | 1 
Thall I ſay? 7 


ou 


1s 
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Lady Reft. Oh, Sir John! Sir John! what eva- 
fion have you now, fir? Can you deny your guilt 
any longer? 

Sir Jobn. This is unlucky. That villain Robert. 
has betrayed me. I can't explain myſelf to her 
now: Try what ſoothing will do—My Lady Reſt- 
leſs, if you will but have patience, this matter ſhall 
be explained. 

Lady Reft. Explained, fir! 

Sir Jobn, Yes, my dear, explaipgd, > 

Lady Ree. My dear, too! the aſſurance of vou 

Sir, Fobn. I ay, my. dear, for I. fill regard you z, 
and this was all done te—to—cure you of your Jen 
louſy ; I all done to cure you of your jealouſy. 

Lady Reft. A fine way you | have taken! 

Sir John: Yes, yes; and ſo you will ſee preſently : : 
all to convince you how groundleſs your ſuſpicions 
are; andſthęn we ſhall live very happy together. 

Lach Reft. 2 

Sir Fobn. 1 have no further ſuſpicions of you.. 1 
ſee my error, and I want you to ſee yours. Ha 

I have no ſuſpicions, that will put her off her 
guard. [Afide.] My dear, compoſe your ſpirits, and— 

Lady Reft. And do you think to deny every thing 
even in the face of conviction? Baſe, baſe. man! 
I'll, go-this moment and write to my brother, 

Sir John. Now you talk wildly. This is all rav- 
ing: you make yourſelf very ridiculous. You do, 
indeed. I had ſettled all this on purpoſe, and con- 
trived that it ſhould come to your ears, and then I 
knew you would do juſt as you have done; and 
—then—I—I reſolved to do juſt as I have done; 
only to hint to you, that liſteners ſeldom hear any 


* 
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good of themſelves, and to ſhew you how wrong it 
is to be too ſuſpicious, my dear: was it not well 
done ?—ha, ha, ha! 

Lady Reft. And do you laugh at me too, fir? 
Make me your ſport ? I'll go and get pen and ink 
this moment. 

Sir Fobn. Oh! do ſo, ma'am ; do ſo—ha, ha! 
you'll only expoſe yourſelf: go and write, madam, 
ha, ha, ha !— 

Lady Refi. J will, fr. [Going.) The door is lock- 
ed. This won't ſucceed, fir. I ſuppoſe you have 
the key. Ay, III lay my life you have, and ſome 
one or other of your creatures is locked in there. 

Sir John» There again. This is of a'piece with 
all your vain ſurmiſes. Ha, hat Jon are mighty 
_lly, indeed you are. 

Lady Reft. I will ſearch that dale. 1 am deter- 
mined I will. 

Sir Fohn, Do ſo, ma am. do ſo. Ha, ba! I eann't 
hut laugh at her. 

" Lady Reft. III have the door broke open, if you 
won't give me the key. 

Sir Fohn. Ha, ha, ha !—How you expoſe your- 
ſelf. 

Lady Ref. Will you give me the key, fir? 

Sir Fohn, Ha, ha, ha! it is too ridiculous! 

Lady Ref. Mighty well, fir. Tattle —who waits 
there? I will find out all your I Tattle, 
I fay. 

Sir Jobn. Tol de rol lol —ha, ha, ha — filly 


Woman. 
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Enter Tarrit. 


Lady Reft. Do you know any thing of the key of 
that cloſet, Tattle ? 

Tat. The key, ma'am? I "ou it, ma'am. 

Lady Reſt. Give it to me. 

Tat. That is, I have it not, ma'am. Don't have 
it, ma am, don't aſk for it. [ Hide to her 

Lady Refi. Don't aſk for it! but I will have it. 
Give me the key this inſtant. 

Sir Fohn. How, is ſhe not willing to give it? 
There is ſomething in this, then, Give the key this 
moment, you jade, give it to me, | 

Lady Reft. You ſha'n't have it, fir. What, you 
want to hinder me! give the key to me. 

Tat. Dear heart, I have loſt it, ma am.— Better 
not have it, ma'am. [Afede. 

Sir Jobn. Give it to me this moment, I ſay. 

Lady Reft. If you don't let me have it, it is as 
much as your place is worth. 8 

Tat. The devil is in it! chere it is then. Let me 
make my eſcape. [E. 

Lady Reft. Now fir, we ſhall ſee, now, now. 

Sir Fohn. Ay, now ſearch, if you will. | 


[ Laughing at her. 
Lady Reſt. [ Unlocking the door.) You ſhall be 
found out, I promiſe you—Oh! [Screams out. 


Sir John. What is the matter now? 
Lady Reft. Heavens, what have we here? 
Sir John. Oh: there is ſomebody there then. 


Enter BRVERLEV. 


Bev. Madam [ Bowws to her, 
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Sir John. By all that's falſe, here he is again! 
Lady Reft. What, in the name of wonder, brings 
you here, fir? 

Sir John. Oh, madam, you know his buſineſs, 
and I know his befinels; and the gentleman knows 
his buſineſs. There he is, ma'am; there is the 
_ gentleman waiting for you; true to his appointment, 
you ſee.—Sir, your humble ſervant. My Lady 
Reftleſs, your humble ſervant. Now write to your 
brother, do. I ſhould be glad to know what you 
can ſay now. Now, now; is the caſe plain now? 

Lady Refi. IJ am in amaze! I don't know 8 
to make of this. 6 

Bev. Sir, however odd this may "EC" 

Sir John. Ay, now ſettle it between yourſelves : 
give it what turn you will, fir, ſhe will confirm it. 
You need not be afraid, fir: you will agree in your 
ſtory: ſhe is quick of i invention, and I dare ſay you 
are pretty quick too. 

Bev. Sir, I muſt beg you will put no forced con- 
ſtruction upon this matter. 

Sir Fohn. And you beg the ſame, ma'am, don't 
you? + 

Bev. Sir, I beg to be nies. My buſineſs bore 

is to defire you will return me the picture which 


you have in your poſſeſſion. It is now becomedear 
to me, fir. 


Sir Jahn. I dare fay it is. 

Bev. And mult be returned. 

Sir John. It is of equal value to me. It ſhall riſe 
in evidence againſt you both. 

Lady Reft. Evidence againſt me? explain your- 
ſelf. How did you get in here? What's your buli- 
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neſe? What brought you hither? What's your er- 


rand? 

Sir Jobn. Ay, fir, ſpeak; how did you get in 
here? What's your bufineſs? What brought you 
hither ? What's your errand? 

Bev. Vexation ! I am beſet by them both at once. 

Lady Reft. Speak, fir, explain. 

Sir Fohn. Ay, fir, explain. 

Bev. Sir, if you will give me leave, I will ſatisfy 
you entirely. Iaffure you, fir, and you too, ma'am, 
that the liberty I have taken with your cloſet is en- 
tirely owing to your maid, Tattle. 

Sir John. The jade! I don't doubt it, fir. 

Bev. To prevent, if poſſible, the interpretation 
now put upon ſeeing me in this houſe. 

Sir Fohn. And it was well contrived, fir. Oh, 
my Lady Reſtleſs. 

Lady Reſt. By all that's juſt, Iknew nothing of i it. 

Bev. Nothing, upon my honour, fir. 

Sir Jobn. Oh, I knew you would both agree. 

Bev. As I am a gentleman, I tell you the real fact. 

Sir Jobn. You need not, fir; I know the real fact. 

Bev. I have no time to loſe in frivolous alterca- 
tion: I muſt now deſire the picture, directly. 

Sir Fohn. I wiſh you a good evening, 

Bev. I ſhall not ſtir without it. I ſhould be glad 
you would comply without a quarrel. I muſt be 
obliged to | 
Sir Jobn. Ay, now her prize-fighter begins. 2 
I defire you will quit my houſe, fir. | 

Bev. I am not to be trifled with. If you * * 
return it by fair means, I ſhall be forced to dra w. 
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Sir John. There again now! ſhe has ſet him on 
to cut my throat: but I will diſappoint her. She 
is a worthleſs woman, and I won't fight about her. 
There, fir, there is your trinket. I ſhall have proof 
ſufficient without it. 
Bev. Upon my honour, fir, you will have no 

proof of any tranſgreſſion of mine. If you ſuſpect 
your lady from theſe appearances, you wrong her 
much, I aſſure you. 

. Lady Refs. Sir, I defire you will explain all this. 
Bev. Call up your maid, madam, and then—— 
Sir Fohn. No, fir, no more of it. I am ſatisfied. 

I wiſh you good night. 

Bev. When you are willing to liften to reaſon, I 
ſhall be ready to convince you of your error. Ma- 
dam, you may depend I ſhall do juſtice to your ho- 
nour upon all occaſions. And now I take my leave. 

2 58 

Sir John. Now, my Lady Reſtleſs, now! You 
are thoroughly known ; all your artifices are known; 
Mr. Beverley is known! my Lord Conqueſt is 
known! 

Lady Refl. My Lord Conqueſt, fir! I deſpiſe all 
your imputations. My Lord Conqueſt's maid, fir ! 
what can you ſay to that? 

Sir John. Very well, madam! *tis now my turn 
to write to your brother, and 1 promiſe you I will 
do it. 

Lady Reft. You will write, fir, you will write! 
— Well, his aſſurance is unequalled. [ Aide. 
You will write! That is pleaſant indeed. Write, 
fir; do; you will only expoſe your weakneſs.— 
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Ha, ha! you make yourſelf very ridiculous; you do 
indeed. —Ha, ha! 

Sir John. Sdeath, madam! am I to be inſulted 
with a contumelious laugh into the bargain ? 

Lady Ref. Why, my dear, this was all done 
to—to—to—cure you of your jealouſy; for I knew 
you would act as you have done, and fo I reſolved 
to do as I have done. Was it not well done, my 
dear? Ha, ha!— 

Sir John. Damnation! this i is too much: it is 


beyond all patience, 


Lady Ref. Ha, ha, ha! the tables are turned, I 
think. [ Sings and laughs. 

Sir 7ohn. Let me tell you, it is no laughing mat- 
ter. You are a vile woman; I know you, and the 
world ſhall know you: I promiſe you it ſhall. 

Lady Reſt. IJ am clear in my own conviction, and 
your ſlander I deſpiſe! nor ſhall your artifices blind 
me or my friends any longer. Sir, as you ſay, it 
is no laughing matter. I promiſe you, you ſhall 
never diſhonour me again in this houſe. 

Sir Fohn. And I promiſe you, madam, that you 
ſhall never diſhonour me'in any houſe. 

Lady Reft. Injurious, falſe, perfidious man 

Sir 7obn, Deceitful, wanton ! wanton woman! 


 [Exeunt, at oppoſite door: 
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ACT V. SCENE L. 


. Apartment at Mr. Branpron's. Enter Dr. 
ix pA. 


Belinda. 


| Unxcrnzzovs, falſe, deceitful Beverley ! under 
that fair appearance could I imagine that he har- 
boured ſo much treachery ? Attached to Lady Reſt. 
| leſs; engaged in a diſhonourable intrigue with the 
wife of another, and yet profeſſing an affection for 
me, with ardour profeſſing it, and for me only! He 
is likely to regard the honaur of the marriage-bed, 
who is ready to commit a treſpaſs on the happineſs 
of his neighbour, Tt was Providence ſent Sir John 
| Reſtleſs to pay me a viſit. The whole is now brought 
to light; and, Mr. Beverley, I have done with you 
for ever. I ſhall now obey my father's commands. 
By giving my hand to Sir William Bellmont's ſon, 
I ſhall puniſh an undeſerving libertine for his tre- 
chery. 


Enter Tir. 


Belin. Well, Tippet, have you done as I ordered 
ou ? 
Tip. J have, madam. 
Belin. The perfidious man ! did you ever know 
ſuch behaviour ? 
Tip. He is a traitor, like the reſt of them. 
Belin. After all the regard I profeſſed for him! 
after ſo many ardent vows aud proteſtations as he 
has made me! 


7 


Br. 


OW 


m! 


he 
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7. The hours con he has gras away at your 
feet Rar: 

; Belin. I will baniſh kim from my thoughts. My 
ales; is fixed, and ſo I have told my father. Ts 
Sir William Bellmont with him? 

Tip. He is, ma'am: they are both in cloſe talk: 
they are over their glaſs, and are fo ha" At at 
the change of your mind. | 

Belin. And I applaud myſelf for what I le done. 
oh, Mr. Beverley] you have forced me to this 
extremity. — Hers, take this letter, TIFET and give 
it to him with your own hands. 


- Tip. He ſhall have it. [Takes the lurr. 
- Belin. Where are all his letters ? 
Tip. Here, ma'am. [Shews a parcel, 


- Belin. The bracelets, and the pocket-book ? 
Tip. I have them ſafe. 
Belin. Very well: take his preſents home oth; 
and, do you hear? Bring me ho all the fooliſh 


letters I writ to him. 


« Tip. Never doubt me: I won't quit the ae 
without them. Exchange is all fair. | ; 

. Belin. That letter will tell him, that though Fnow 
heck with him in a manner, that may ſeem abrupt, 
his character and conduct have cer me to it. 
Be ſure you confirm that to him. 

Tip. He ſhall hear it all, and roundly too. | 

: Belin, Very well: you may go.—Tippet,—aſk 
his man,—as if from yourſelf, careleſfsly,—as it 
were by accident hether his maſter has talked of 
me? and what he ſaid, Tippet? | 

Tip. I know Mr. Bruſh; 1 can wheedle it out 
of him, I warrant me. 

E 
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Helin. Get at the particulars: not that L care: I 
don t want to know any thing about the ungrateful 
man. It does not concerts me now. My fooliſh 
weakneſs i is over: let him. care as little for me as L 
do for him: you map tell him ſo. | | 
. Tip. Naur meſſage ſha'h't: loſe in the carrying. 
Belin. Well, that's all; you ** e 


Tip. Yes, ma'am. [Gaing.. 
Balin. Mind what I have ſaid. fr 
Ti- Lou may'truſt.to;me. [Going 
Belin. Don't forget a word of it. | 


Tip. No, not a ſyllable; | L Going. 
_ Balin; And Hark ye: tell him how: * 5 how 
| compoſed I am. That will gall him. Tou fee, 
Ae Lam quite unconcerned. ¶ Farring a ſmil:. 

Tips Ves, ma'am-: A the 
leaſt. 

Hxlia. It is eaſy to: pegceivo char l am not at all 
diiſconcerted. Yau may ſee how gay I am upon the 
occaſion. Laar laugh. 

Tu [Laughing] Ob! yes; ma am: you make 
quite a laughing matter of its. 

Belin. Very true: a; perfect air of indlifeortes! 
—Well, I have dane. Tell him that upon no ac- 
count, will I even- exchange: a word with» him: that 
I will never hear of, him; never think of him; ne- 
ver ſee him; and never, upom any | conſideration, 
admit the ſmalleſt intercaurfe ; no never; I wall 
haye, no mare ta do with him. 

Tip. L havye- my leſſon, ma/am; ad E am glad 
22 are lo reſolved * ar! LGoing. 


. = 3 
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f Enter a Servant. | 7 

Serv. Mr. Beverley, madain 

7. You muff ene fairy; a lady 
will never ſee his face. 

Zenn. Yes, I think I may fee him; ſhew' 
I wiltſee him once more; and telF Bim all myſelf. 
It will come better from me, Tippet. a 

Tipe Yes, ma' am, yon wil do it with a better 
grace; and your reſolution wil melt away like a 
bit of ſugzr im your mouth. 

Belin. My reſolution is not to be altered: you 
may withdraw, Tippet. | 

Tip. Yes, ma'am. Ah! ſhe has a hankering 
after bim Mill. [Zeit. 
Belim I ſhall now take my lere vf him.—But 
then, my friend Clariſſa! can I rob her of her lover? 
ſhe has not deſerved it at my hands. Though Mr. 
Beverley has deceived me, muſt I be falſe to ho- 
nour, and to friendſhip? 


Enter — 


" Belinda! how gladly do T once again be. 
hold — | 
Belin. And with what reſentment have I not rea- 


fon to behold, fi. 


, You have, Belinda; you have reaſon I SHER 

it : forgive the raſh words my tally uttered. 

Bela. Miſtake me not, ſir: it is not your words 
T quarrel wick: your actions, Mr. Beverley, your + 
actions, fir! 

Bev. They are not to be extenuated: but ſurely, 
after the letter you honoured me w ii 

E 2 
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Belin. Sir, I have beard every thing fince I was 
guilty of that folly. 

Bev. Heard! what? T | 
Belin. Diſſemble if you will: but this ſk be 
the laſt of our converſing together. My maid will 
return you whatever I have received from you: all 
my ſilly letters I muſt deſire you to deliver to her; 

and then viſit me no more, fir. 

Bev. Belinda! you will not wound me thus. 
Here is the picture which cauſed that unlucky miſ- 
take between un. I have recovered it "from Sir 
John Reſtleſs. , 
|  Belin. From my Lady Neef fir. 

Bev. Madam | | 

Belin. Oh! fie, fir; no more; I have done. 

Bev. You muſt, you muſt accept it. Thus on 
my knees I beg you. Win you, Belinda? 


Tales her hand. 
Belin. Leave me, fir: let go my hand, Mr. Be- 


verley : your falſehood 
Bev. My falſehood ! by all the 

Belin. Your falſehood, fir: Sir John Reſtleſs has 
told me all; every circumſtance. 

Bev. He hos told you! what has he told? bis life 
ſhall anſwer it. 

Belin. You have deſtroyed my peace 3 mind for 
ever. Nay, you yourſelf have mn me into che 
arms of another. | | 

Bev. What do I hear? 

Belin. My Lady Reſtleſs will rejoice at the news: 
the event will not be unpleaſing to her; but ſhe is 
welcome: let her enjoy her triumph. 


Ac V. ALL IN THE WRONG. 91 


Bev. You aſtoniſh me, Belinda: what does all 


this mean | | 

Belin. It means, that, in obedience to the com- 
mands of a father, 1 have agreed to _ Mr. Bell- 
mont. | 

Bev. Mr. Bellmont —him !—marry him it is 
very well, ma am: I expected it would come to this, 
and my Lady Reſtleſs is only mentioned on this oc- 
caſion, as a retort for my accuſation about Sir John. 


J underſtand it; and, by Heaven! I believe that 


whole ſtory. 

Belin. You do, fir !. 

Bey. I do: fool that I was to humble myſelf to 
you. My pride is now piqued, and I am glad, 
madam, as glad as you can be, to break off for ever. 

Belin. Oh! fir, I can be as indifferent on my 
part. You have only to ſend me. back my letters, 
and 

Bev. Agreed, agreed. I'll go home this moment, 
and ſend them all. Before I go, madam, here is 


your own picture, which you had given me with 
your own hands. Mr. Bellmont will be glad of it; 


or Sir John Reſtleſs will be glad of it; or any body 


will be glad of it; you need not be at a loſs. 
Belin. ere like, fir. [Takes the picture.] Tyrant, 


tyrant man ! to treat me in this barbarous manner. 
. F Cries. 

Bev. Tears! Belinda? [ Approaching. Belinda ! 

_ *' Belin: No more of your inſidious arts. I will 
hear no more. Oh! my heart, my heart will break. 
I did not think it was in' your nature to behave as 


vou have done; but—farewell for ever. [Exit. 


* 
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Bev. Belinda! hear me but ſpeak, By Heaven, 
my Lady Reſtleſs ——ſhe is gone: ſdeath, I have 
been duped by her all this time; I will now ſum. 
mon up all that is man within me, and 1 in my turn 
al her, | 


| Enter Tir PET. | 
Tip. If you are going home, fir, I will take the 


things with me now. 

Bev. Yes, T am going: I will leave this detefted— 

Tip. This abominable place, fir. (Laughing at him, 

Bev. This hell! 

Tip. Ha, ha !—ay, fir, this hell. 

Bev. This manſion of perfidy, fngrattle, and 
| Jos 

Tip. Very right, fir, let us go. 

Bev. And yet Tippet, you muſt not Air. In- 
dulge me but a little. It is all a miſunderſtanding, 
this. 

Tip. My lady will haye no more to ſay to you, 


You may take the things, fir; my lady reſigns them 


to you, fir. 

Bev. Oh! Tippet, ule your intereſt with her. 
Keep them in the houſe till I return, I will clear 
up this whole matter preſently. 1 muſt not loſe 


her thus. [Exit. 


Tip. Poor gentleman ! he ſeems in a lamentable 
way. Well, I fancy for my part he is a true lover 
after all; that's what Ido; and my young TY I 


fear, is 


— 


| you are, indeed. 


wm Enter BzLinDA. | 
Tp Madam, madam, madam, you are to blame; 


nmadam; go 40 her now before it is too late; before 
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Belin. Is he gone! 
Tip. He is, ma am. 

Helin. Did he ſay any thing? was he uneafy? or 
did he carry it off wich a — 

Tip. Oh! madam, he went away ſighing thort; 
his heart throbbing, his eyes brimful, his looks 
pale: you are te blame, you are, indeed, madam. 
1 dare be ſworn he has never proved fa lſe. 

Ban. Ok Tippet, could I be fure of that! 

Tip. But you are not ſure of the oontrury. Why 
won't you fee my Lady Reſtleſs? See her directly, 


the old folks, who are putting their heads together, 
have ſettled the whole affair. Dear ma'am, be ad- 


viſed. I hear them coming. They will hurry you 

into a match, and you II repent of it. How crael 

this is! Here they come.———No, its madam Cla- 
Enter CraxIss4. 


Cla. So, Belinda; ; you have * things into 
fine confuſion. You have involved yourfelf, and 
my brother, and Mr. Bellmont, and every ys in 
moſt terrible difticulties. 

Beln. My dear Clariffa, here have been fach 60. 
ings between your brother and me. 

Cla. Se 1 find. I met him as I came hither. You 
have had fine doings indeed. I have heard the 
whole; my brother has told me every thing. 

Tip. Madam, madam; I hear-your father. . Sir 
William Bellmont is with _ oy. are Ve Cn 
up ſtairs. 


94 ALL IN THE WRONG. Ac v. 
Belin. T am not in a diſpoſition to ſee them now. 

Clariſſa ſuſpend your judgment; ftep with me to 

my own room, and I will then give you ſuch rea- 

ſons, as, you will own yourſelf, ſufficiently Juſtify 

my conduct. 

Cha. The reaſons muſt be ingenious, that can 


make any kind of apology for ſuch behaviour: 1 


ſhall be glad to hear you. 

Belin. Very well, follow me quickly. You will 
find that my reſolution is not ſo raſh as you ima- 
Was... 1 [Exit with Clariſſa. 

Tip. They have got into a rare puzzle; and how 
they will get out of it, is beyond my dexterity; and 
ſo let em manage as well as they can. | 


Enter BLanprorD, Sir WIL kia, and Young 
| BzLLMonr, _ 

| Bland, Sir William, we have made a Wood day's 3 
work of it: the writings will be ready to-morrow 
morning. Where is Belinda ? 1 thought ſhe was in 
this room. 

Tip. She i is gone into. bay own room. ſir; ſhe is 
not well. 

Sir Will. She has 8 her mind, perhaps: I 
ſhall have no faith in this buſineſs, till it is all con- 
cluded. 

. Bland. Changed ik 1 ſay 155 No, no; I 
can depend upon her. T'll bring ber to you this 
moment, and you and your ſon ſhall hear a decla- 
ration of her mind out of her own _ Tipper, 
where 3 is Belinda? _ 

Tip. Tn ſhew you the way, fir. 

[Exit with Blandford. 
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Sir Will. Now we ſhall fee what authority you 
have over your daughter. I have your promiſe, 
George; if the conſents, you will be ready to com- 
ply with the wiſhes of your father. 

Bel. Sir,—you may depend, that is as far as mat- 
ters are in my power: but you know, as I told you 
already, the lady has a ſettled rooted ayerfion to me. 

Sir Will. Averſion —ſhe can change her mind, 
cann't ſhe? Women have no ſettled principle. They 
like to-day, and diſlike to-morrow. Beſides, has 
not her father promiſed her to you in marriage? If 
the old gentleman likes you, what have you to do 
with her averſion ? | | 

Bel. To do with it! A great deal, I am afraid. 
You are not now to learn, that, when a young lady 
marries againſt her inclination, billet-doux, aſſig- 
nations, plots, intrigues, and a terrible et cetera of 
female ſtratagem, mount into her brain, and the 
poor huſband in the mean time—— 

Sir Will. Come, lad, don't play the rogue with 

ur father. Did not you'promiſe me, if ſhe made 
no objection, that there would be no obſtacle on 
your part? 

Bel. I promifed to be ſure, but yet I cann't help 
thinking—_. _ 

Sir Will, And I « cann't help kts that you 
know how to equivocate. Look you, George, your 
words were plain downright Engliſh, and I expect 
that you will perform to the very letter. I have 
fixed my heart upon this match. Mr. Blandford 
and I have paſſed the day at the Crown and Rolls 
to read over the deeds. I have been dining upon 
parchmeat, as I may ſay. I now tell you, once 

E'3 
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for all, you muſt be obſervant of my will and plea. 
ſure. 

Bel. To end all diſpute, fir, if the lady Af. 
She will never conſent; I may ſafely promiſe.—If 
the lady, ſir, can at once forget her engagements 
with my friend Beverley —— 

Sir Will. You will then forget Clariffa : ſafely 
ſpoken. - Come, I am n ſatisfied. And now, now 
we ſhall ſee. 


Enter GRIER 


Bland. Sir William, give me joy : every thing 
goes as I wiſh. My daughter is a complying girl 
She is ready to obey my commands. Clariffa is 
with her, beſeeching, wranglin g. complaining, ſooth- 
ing; now in a rage, and now in tears; one moment 
expoſtulating, and the next imploring; but all in 
vain; Belinda holds her reſolution; and ſo, young 
gentleman, you are now completely happy. 

Bel. Death to my hopes ! can this be true? 

| [Af 

Bland. Sir William, give me your hand upon it. 
'This will not only de a match of prudence, but of 
inclination. 

Sir Will. There, George, there is news for you! 
your buſineſs is done. 

Bland. She owns very frankly that her heart has 
been hitherto fixed upon a worthleſs man: fhe re- 
nounces him for ever, and is willing to give her 
hand as I ſhall direct. 

Bel. What a dilemma am I brought into? [Afide. 

Bir Mill. George, what's the matter, boy? You 
N ? Wounds ! at your age I could cut a 
caper over the moon upon ſuch an oc caſion. 


re 
C 
m 
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Bel. I am more flack-mettled, fir: Tcannot leap 
quite fo high. b 
Sir will. A eup too low, I fancy. ee 
finiſh our bottle. Belinda ſhall de my tat. I'II 
give you het health in a bumper. Come, Mr. Bland- 
ford; I want to waſh any the cobwebs of the law. 

Exit. 

| Bland, I attend you, Sir William. Mr. Bell- 

mont, follow us; we muſt have your company: you 


are under par: come, we will raiſe you a note higher. 


{ Exit. 
g Bel. You have ſunk me ſo low, that I ſhall never 
. recover myſelf, This behaviour of Belinda's! 
is Can the think her treachery "0 one iprer Qu] en. 
t- mend her to another! 
It 
R | Enter ClLarts84. | 
8 Cla. Mr. Bellmont, I with you joy, fir. Belinda 


are both conſenting. The match is a very prope# 
. one. You will be finely paired, 
; Bel. You are miſinformed, Claris; "YE wilt 
f you do me this jnjultice ? 
Cla. Injuſtice! Mr. Blandford has reponted very 
| thing: he has done you jukice: he has told us how 
eaſily you have been perſuaded :- don'timagine that 
| I am hurt. I refign all pretenfions: I can be pre- 
vailed upon with as much eaſe as you, fir: I can | 
copy the eaſy compliance of Mr. Bellmont. | 
Bel. If you will but hear me : moderate your 
anger. - 
Cla. Anger !-—anger indeed ! I ſhould be lorry 
any ching that has happened were of conſequence 8 


| 
| 
has conſented; and you have done the fame. You | 
| 
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enough to diſturb my peace of mind— Anger —I 


ſhall die with laughing at the thought. You may 


be falſe to your friends, fir; falſe to your vows; 


you may break every ſolemn engagement; Mr. 
Blandford wiſhes it; Belinda wiſhes it; and why 


ſhould not you comply Follow the dictates of your 
own heart, fir. 


Bel. Whatever has happened, Clariſſa, I am not 


to blame. 


the ſame. 


. Cla. I dare ſay not; and here is a lady will ſay 


Enter Berna. 


22 Spare your i Clariſſa.——Mr., 
Bellmont, you too may ſpare me. The agitations 
of my mind diſtreſs me ſo, I know not which way to 
turn myſelf. The provocation I have had 

Cla. Provocation, 'madam !——from whom? 

Belin. From your brother: you need not queſtion 
Me; you know what his conduct has been. 

Bel. By Heaven you wrong him; and fo you will 
Find in the end. 

Cla. Your own conduct, madam! will that ſtand 

as clear as my brother's? My Lady Reſtleſs, I be- 
-Heve, has ſomething to ſay. It will become you to 
refute that charge. 

Belin. Downright —.— my dear: but I ſs 
you for the . N 


Enter 19 


Tip [To Belinda. ] Your chair is ready, m ma'am, 
Belin. Very well: 1 have not a moment to loſe: 
I am determined to know the bottom of this whole 


= * _— x — a » 
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affair. Clariſſa, when J return you will be better 
diſpoſed to hear me. ; 

Cla. You need not trouble yourſelf, ma'am : I 
am perfectly ſatisfied ——Tippet, will you be ſo 

good as to order my chair? 

Belin. Well; ſuſpend your e This buſi- 

neſs 1 is of importance: I muſt leave you now. 
[Exit <vith Tippet. 
Bel. Clariffa, if you knew how all this wounds 


me to the heart. 


Cla. Oh! keep your reſolution; go on ak your 
very honourable deſign : inclination ſhould be con- 
ſulted ; and the neceſſiiy of the caſe, you know, will 
excuſe you to the world. 

Bel. Command your temper, and the whole ſhall 
be explained. | 

Cla. It wants no ech it is too clear al- 
ready. 

Bel. A moment's patience would ſet every thing 
right. Sdeath! one would imagine that Lady Reſt- 
* had been ſpeaking to you too. This is like the 
reſt of them: downright jealouſy ! | 

Cla. Jealouſy !—Upon my word, fir, you are of 
great conſequence to yourſelf: but you ſhall find 
that I can with perfect ſerenity baniſh you, and 
your Belinda, entirely from my thoughts. | 


a 


Enter Tip Er. 


755. The chairmen are in the ball, ma'am. 

Bel. Let me but ſpeak to du. 

Cla. No, fir: I have done: I ſhall quit this houſe 
immediately. [Going.] Mrs. Tippet, could you let 
me have pen, ink, and paper, in your lady's room? 
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779. Every thing is ready there, ma amn. 
Cla. Very well: — I'll go and write a letter to 
Belinda. T'll tell her my mind, and then adieu to 


all of you. [Exit with Tipper. | 


For How perverfe cy obftinate ! 


Enter Sir WILIA. 


Sir Will. Well, George, every thing is ſettled. 

Bel Why really, fir, T don't know wane to 1 
I wiſh you would confider—— 

Sir Will. At your tricks again? 

Bel. T am above an attempt to deceive you: but 
if all cireumſtanoes were known—1 am not fond of 
ſpeaking detractingly of a young lady; but for the 
honour of your family, fir, let us — from this 
match. 

Sir Will. Roguery, lad! F in this. 

Bel. I ſee you will force me to ſpeak out. If there 
5, unhappily, a flaw in Belinda's EO 

Sir Will. How? | 

Bel. This is no diene +0 diffemble. In thort, fir, 
my Lady Reſtleſs, a worthy lady here in the neigh- 
bourhoed, has diſcovered a connection between her 
and Sir John Reſtleſs; Sir John and Lady Reftleſs 
lved in perfect harmony till this affair broke out. 
The peace of the family is now deſtroyed. - The 
whole is come to the knowledge of my friend Be- 
verley: with tears in his eyes, with a bleeding heart 
(for he loved Belinda tenderly), he has at Laſt muſ- 
tered up reſolution, and taken his final Jeave.. 

Sir Will. Ay! can this be true? | 

Be. It is but too true; I am ſorry to pee i it, 
And now, fir, judge yourſelf———Ohk!——bere comes 

Mr. Blandford; tis a dreadful ſcene to open to him; 
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2 terrible ſtory for che ear of a father! You had 
beſt take no notice: we need not be acceffary to a 
young lady's ruin: it is a family affair, and we may 
leave them to patch. i wup R themſelves, as well 
as they can. 
Sir Will. 1f «heſe things are ſo, * chen thecaſe 
1 altered. 


Enter BilanDrorD. 


Bland. Hey! what's in the wind now? You too 
look as grave! what's come over you? For my part, 
my Spirits are above proof with joy: I am in love 
with my daughter for her compliance, and I fancy 
I ſhall throw in an odd thouſand more, to 2 
the honey-moon. 
Sir Will. Mr. Blandford, we are rather in a hur- 
Ty, I think. We had better not precipitate matters. 
Bland. Nay, if you are for changing your mind 
Look you, fir; my daughter ſhall not be trifled 
with. Where is ſhe ? Where is my girl? Who an- 
ſwers there? | 


Enter Tiergr. 


Bland. Where's Belinda ? 

Tip. She is not gone far, fir; juft ſtept out up- 
on a moment's buſineſs to Sir John Reſtleſs. 

Sir Will. Gone to Sir John Reftleſls! Aide. 

Bel. You fee, fir.— [To Sir William. 

. Bland. I did not think ſhe knew Sir John. 

Sir Will. Yes, ſhe knows him: ſhe has been ag- 
quainted with him for ſome time paſt, 
Bland. What freak has ſhe got in her head ? She 
is not gone after her Mr. Beverley, I hope.. Zeok- 
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ers, this has an odd appearance. I don't like it: 
I'll follow her this moment. 

Sir Will. You are right: III attend 50 
Now, George, this will explain every thing. 
[Afide.]—Come, Mr. Blandford, this may be an 
eſcape : young birds will wing their flight. | 

Bland. Well, well, ſay no more: we.ſhall ſee 
how it is. Come, Sir William: it is but a ſtep. 
| [ Exit, 

Bel. [To Tiopes.] Where! is Clariſa? 

Sir Will. (Locking back.) What, loitering, George? 

Bel. I follow you, fir. [ Exit Sir. Wiljam.] 
Clariſſa is not gone, L hope ?. a 

Tip. Gone, fir !—She is writing, ood crying, 
and wiping her eyes, and tearing her paper, and 
beginning again, and, in ſuch. a piteous way! 

Bel. J muſt ſee her: ſhe muſt come with us. If 
Lady Reſtleſs perſiſts in her Rory, | who knows 
. what turn this affair may take? Come, Mrs. Tip- 
pet, ſhew me the e n. 


- 


SCENE I. 


The Hall in. the Hel of Sir Joux 1 4 
loud rap at the door; and enter Roszar. 


Reb. What a hurry you are in there B- This is 
my lady, I ſuppoſe. Where can ſhe have been? 
Now for more confuſion. If ſhe finds Madam Be- 
linda with Sir John, we are all blown up again. 


1 448 Jonx. [Peeping in]. 
* Jebn. Robert, Robert, is that vour bode? 
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Rob. Mercy on us! She is coming, I believe, ſir. 
[ Looks out.] I ſee her chair: it is my lady. 
Sir Fobn. Don't let her know that Belinda is in 
the houſe. 
Rob. Not if I can help it. Truft to me, fir. 
[Exit Sir John.} Here ſhe comes. What has ſhe 
been about ? | 


1 Chair is TD into the Hall. 
. Lady Refs. anne Jo Sie Jen 


at home ? 
Rob. I fancy he is, my lady. 

Lady Ref. Has any body been with him? 

Rob. He has been all alone, writing letters in 
his ſtudy : he defired not to be interrupted. 

Lady Refi. I ſhall not interrupt him, I promiſe 
him. You never will tell me any thing, Robert : 
I don't care who comes after him. To-morrow I 
ſhall quit this houſe, and then he may riot in licen- 
tious pleaſure. If he aſks for me, I am not well; 
I am gone to my own eren 1 e ge to ſee no 
more of him. p See * [ Going. 

Cbair. Shall your ladyſhip want the chair any 
more ta- night? 

Lady Reft. I don't 1 wo J ſhall want. 
Level the chair there: you may wait. [ Exit. 
Chair. Ay, always a waiting job. [Puls the chair 
afide : Exeunt Chairman and Robert.] 


Enter Sir Johx and BELIIx DA. 


Balu. If you will but permit me to ſay a word to 
her | | 
Sir Jahn. Excuſe me for the preſent: I beg you 
will. | 
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Belin. A ſhort interview with Lady Refilep 
eu clear up all my doubts: what objection can 
you have? 

Sir Fohn. A million of objeRtions. You do not 
know the conſequence of being ſeen in this houſe. 
She will imerpret every thing her own way. I am 
unhappy, madam, while you ſtay. 


Belin. There is more cruelty in your refuſal than 
you can imagine. Mr. Beverley's character is in 
queſiian: it is of che laſt importance to me to know 
the whole truth. 

Sir Jobn. You know it all, madam. Mr. Be- 
verley's character is d clear. Prodks thicken, and 
grow ſtronger every hour. Since the wut I paid 
you this very day, I have made another diſcovery. 
1 found him lurking here in my houſe. 

Belin. Found him here, fir? 

Sir Fobn. Found him here. He' wan Iying i in 
ambuſh for another amorous meeting. 

| Belin. If there is no miſtake in this >> 
Sir Fobn, Miſtake! May I truſt my own eyes? 


I him; I ſpoke to him; I taxed him with dis 
zuilt. He was concealed in ber cloſet ; does that 


amount to proof? Her maid Tattle ſtationed him 
there. My lady was privy to it: ſhe favoured the 
ſtratagem. Are-you fatisfied now, madam! 

Belia. The particulars of this diſcovery, Sir John, 
may convince me; tell me all, fir; you will oblige 
me. 

Sir John. Enquire no more for the preſent. Von 
will oblige me, madam. Robert ſhall ſee you {ate 
home. I would not have my lady find us together : 


4 think I hear ber; 0, no. In a day or two che 


eſs 
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particulars will be known tothe wide world. Where 
is Robert —He ſhall conduct you home. My peace 
and happineſs require it. 

Belin. My peace and en are e defiroyed for 

Sir Jobn. It is too true: I with you a good night. 
I am miſerable while you are here Robert 
Belin. Deliver me! I am ruined. I hear my fa- 
ther's voice : what brings him hither? I am un- 
done if he finds me. Let. me retire into that room. 

Sir Fohn. That room will not ä be 
ſeen there. 

Belin. Cant t I zo up ftairs? eh Going. 
_ Sir Jobn. No; IJ am ruined, if yen go that way. 
Hell and diſtraction - My Lady Reſtleſs com- 
ing down! Here, madam, here; into that chair. 
Vou ** be — r r — 


n 
Ae * * 470 put me any A to 

avoid this impending ſtorm. Gers into —_— 
Sir Fobn. [Shutting the nbair.] This is lucky. I 

am ſafe now. eee as ſhe 

will. 


| Enter Lat Rxsrrzss. 
4 gl. Looaly wanok} to ſay one word, fr. 


Enter BLavDronp. : 
- Bland, Bir Jokn, I am obliged to intrude: I am 
told: my daughter is here. 
Lady Reft. There! he has heard it all. 
Bland. I have heard that Belinda came to your 
houſe : on what buſineſs, Ido not know. I hope, 
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Sir John, that you do not harbour the girl to dil. 
turb the peace and happineſs of a father. 

Sir Fohn. That imputation, fir——— 

Lady Reſt. He does harbour her. | 

Sir John. Mr. W Ga give you _ ha 
nour 

Laiy Reſt. I know he doen He has . your 
daughter ; he has injured you, fir, as wn as me, 
in the moſt eſſential point. 

Sir John. She raves; * as is mad. 1 ou inn 


to her. IF 3 


| Enter Sir WII IAN and Barnnzey... CY 

Bland. I am glad you are come, Sir * 
This is more than I expected. 
Sir Fobn. And more than 1 expeRted. There, 
madam, there is your favourite again! 

Bev. My viſit is public, fir. I come to damped: 
in the prefence of this company, an — of 
the miſchief you have done m. 
Sir John. You need not be ſo public, 44 The 
cloſet is ready for you: Tattle will turn the key, 
and 2 will chere be very ſafe. 1 

Reft. How can you perſiſt. in ſuch a falla- 

cy 2 He knows, he perfectly well knows it was an 
accident; a mere blunder - the ſervant, entirely 
unknown to me. 

Sir Fobn. She was priry to thi whole. 

| Bland. This is beſide my purpoſe. I came hi- 
| ther in queſt of my daughter: a father demands her, 
Is ſhe here? Is ſhe in the houſe? | 
Sir Jobn. In this houſe; fir? 2 

vilited, _ not acquainicd wirh her. 
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Lady Reft. He is acquainted with her. I ſaw 
him claſp her in his arms. 

Bland. In his arms! When? Where? Tell me 
all. 

Lady Reft. Yes, now let him give an | account of 
himſelf. 

Sir John. When you have accounted for your ac- 
tions, madam 

Lady Reft. Render an account to the lady s fa- 
ther, fir. 

Bland. Yes, to her father Account with me, 
fir. When and where was all this? 

Lady Reft. This very day; at noon in the park. 
Bev. But in the eyes of the whole world: I 
know Belinda: I can acquit her. | , 

Sir John. And I proclaim her 1 innocence. We 
can both acquit her. [ Goes up to Beverley. 

Lady Reſt. You are both in a plot: both com- 
bined. 

Sir John, It was all harmleſs; all inoffenfive. 
Was not it, Mr. Beverley? 

Bev. Yes, all, all. 

Lady Reft. All guilt; manifeſt, downright guilt. 

Sir Will. If you all talk together, we ſhall never 
underſtand. 

Bev. I underſtand it all. Mr. Blandford, you 
met Belinda in the Park chis morning? 

Bland. I did, ſir. 

Bev. Vou accoſted her violently: che karſhneſs of 
your language overpowered her ſpirits : ſhe was 
ready to faint: Sir John was paſling by: ſhe was 
going to drop down: Sir John aſſiſted her: that is 
the whole of the ſtory. Injured as I am, 1 muſt do 
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juſtice ts Belinda's-charaQter. She may treat me 
with the caprice and pride of inſolent beauty; but 
her virtue claims refpe&t. 

Sir Fohn. There now; there ! that is the whole 
of the ſtory. 

Lady Reft. The whole of the ſtory ! no, Sir 
John: you ſhall ſuppreſs nothing: you could re- 
ceive a picture from her. 

Sir John. You, madam, could receive æ picture; 
and you, Mr. Beverley, could preſent it. 

Lady Rift: Mr. Beverley, you hear this! 

Bev. I can juſtify you, madam. I | any your 
lady no picture, Sir John. a 

Sir Fohn: She had it in her hand, I ſaw her 
print her kiſſes on it, and in that moment I ſeized 
it from her. | 

Bev. Belinda dropt it in the Park, when ſhe was 
taken Ht: 1 had juſt given it to her. Your lady 
found it there. 

Lady Reft. J found it on that very ſpot: 

Bev. There, fir; ſhe fount it: 

Sir John. I found you locked up in her cabinet; 
concealed i in private. 

Eauy Reſt: Bur wich no bad intent. 

Sir John. With the worſt intent. 

Bev. Your jealoufy, Sir John, has fixed an im- 
putation upon me; who have not deſerved it: and 
your ſuſpicions, madam, have fallen, like a blaſt- 
ing-mildew; upon a lady, whoſe name was never 
before falked by the breath of calumny. 

Hir Mill. The affair is clear as to your Bages 
Mr: Blandford: I am ſatisfied, and now we need 


not intrude any longer upon chis family: 
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2 Bin NT ond 3 


Walkin, George: every thing is rigbe: your fears 
may no go to reſt. 

Lady Reft. I ſhall not ſtay another night in this 
louſe. Time wilh explain every thing. Call my 
chairmen there. Sir John has it his own way at 


preſent. 


Enter Chairnem 


You have ſettled this among eo I ſhall 
now go to my brother's. Sir John, I: have no 
more to ſay at preſent. Hold up. 

L Goes. to: the chair. 

Sir John. Let the chair alone. You ſhall not 
go; you * not quit this houſe, till T conſent. 

[Ges betweenher and the chair. 

Lady Ref I ſay hold up. 0 

Sir John. Let it alone. 

Lady Reft. Very well, fir: IL muſt be your pri- 
ſoner, muſt I? - 

Sir John. Ir is mine to command here. No looſe 
eſcapes this night; nowilgpations; mne 
diſgrace me. 8 

Lady Reſ. Such. inhuman. treatment! IT We 
. are witneſſes of your behaviour. 

þ Walks away. 

Bland. I: am: ſorry: to fee allthis confuſlon; but 
ſinee my daughter is not here 

Lady Refl. He knows where Be 6 is, and ſo _ 
will find. 

Sir John. ¶ Coming for cara] Your daughter is, 
innocent, fir, I give you my honour. Where 
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ſhould ſhe be in this houſe? Lady Reſtleſs has oc- 
cafioned all this miſchief. She formed a Rory to 
palliate her own miſconduct. To her various arti- 
fices you are a ent but in a few days you may 
depend 
Lady Reft. | Aſide, as FA goes 4 the chair. 11 
He ſhall find that I am not to be detained here. 
[ Makes figns to the Chairmen to hold up. 
Sir Fohn. I ſay, gentlemen, you may depend 
that I have full proof, and in a. little time every 
thing will 
[The chair is opened, and Belinda comes out. 
Lady Refi. Who has proof now? There, there! 
in his houſe all the time! | 
| Bland. What do I ſee ? 
Bev. Belinda here ! 
Sir Will. So, ſo! thereus ſomething i in it, I ſee, 
Sir Jobn. Diſtraction! this is unlucky. 
Lady Refl. What ſay you now, Mr. Beverley ?— 
Now, Mr. Blandford ! there; ocular demonſtrati- 
on for you 
Sir Will. George, take Clariſſa av ſoon as you 
will. Mr. Blandford, you will excuſe me; if I 
now decline any further treaty with you. 
' Bland. This abrupt behaviour, Sir William—- 
Sir Will. Jam ſatisfied, fir. Tam reſolved. Cla- 
riſſa, you have my approbation'3*my ſon is at your 
ſervice, Here, George, take her, and be happy. 
Bel. ['T aking her band.] To you, from this mo- 
ment, I dedicate all my future days. 
' Bland. Very well: take your own _ I can 
mill ee my „ > 


\ 
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Bev. And ſhe deſerves your protection: my dear 
Belinda, explain all 4 I know it is in your 
power, 15 

Belin. This generous, behaviour, far, recalls, me 
to new life. You, I am now. conyinced, have 
been accuſed by my Lady Reftlefs without founda- 

tion. Whatever turn her ladyſbip's unhappy felf- 
tormenting fancy may give to my conduct, it may 
provoke a ſmile, but will excite no other paſſion. 

Lady Rg. Mighty fine ! what ad 108 to 
this houſe? 

Belin. To be witneſs of your folly, madam, and 
Sir John into the bargain. 

Bel. That I can vouch: Sir John can fill his 
mind with vain'chimeras, with as apt a diſpoſition 
as his lady. Beyerley has been repreſenzed. i in the 
Jalſeſt colours 

Lady Reſt: That 1 adit: Sir John n the 
flory.. 
| Bev, And Belinda, madam, hay — lr 
Nandered by you. 

Sir John. She has ſo : that L admit. 

Belin. And my defire to ſee all this cleared. ups 
| den ght me to this houſe, madam. No you ſee 
what has made all this confuſion, 

Lady Reft. Oh! I expected theſe airs. You may 
diſcuſs che point where you pleaſe; I will hear. no 


more upon the ſubject. — [Exits 
-. Bland, Made, the ſubject muſt. be ſerdled. 
| Fallen her. 


Ne John. You Low 2 take dale nfiſt upon it. T 
5 whole ſhall be explained this moment Sir Will 
am, you are a diſpaſſionate man. Give us your 


aſſiſtance. $ [ Exit. 
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Sir Will. Wich all my heart. George; you are 
no longer concerned in this buſineſs, and I am glad 


of 1 it. [Exit with young Bellmont, 


Cla. [To Beverley.] Now, brother, now is your 
time: your diſficulties are all removed. Sir John 
ſuſpected you without reaſon”: my Lady Reſtleſs 
did the ſame to Belinda : you are both in love, and 
now may do each other juſtice. I can ſatisfy my 
Lady Reſtleſs and your father. I. 
Bev. [ Afdt.] I fee, I ſee my raſhneſs. 

2 [Afide.] I have been terribly deceived. 

Bev. If ſhe would but forgive my folly. 
Belin. Why does not he 0 7 bis mind to me? I 
cann't ſpeak firſt. | 
- Bev. What 45 can I 2 10 kit E Belinda! 

Bielin. Charming! he begins. [Aſide and ſmiling. 

Bev. rere 1] 1 no anſwer ?—Be. 
linda! E ö 

Bela. Mr. Beverley — Leal, afide. 

Bev. Don't you think you have been very cruel 
to me, Belinda ? [ Advancing towards her, 

Belin. Don” t 1 89 think you have been barbarous 
to me? | [Without looking at him. 

-* Bev. I Tens T grant it. Can you find in — 
hear to forgive me? 

Belin. [Without looking at him.] You have kept 
me on the rack this whole day, and can you won- 
der that I feel myſelf unhappy? ' 

Bev. 1 am to blame: I acknowledge it. If you 
knew how my own heart reprpaches me, you would 
ſpare yourſelf the trouble. With tears in my eyes I 
now * to 5 17 — L all my errors. 


! 
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Belin. [ Looking at * Theſe are not tears, Mr. 
Beverley. | [ Smiling, 

Bev. They are; you ſee that they are. | 

Belin. Ah! you men can command tears. 

Bev. My life! my angel! * Do 

you forgive me? 

Belin. No; I hate you. [Looking lcd. at bim. 

Bev. Now, I don't believe that. [ Aiſſes ber cheek.] . 
Do you hate me, Belinda ? 

| Belin. How could you let an extravagance of tem- 
per get the better of you? You know the fincerity 
of my affection. On, Mr. Beverley, was It not un- 
generous ? 

Bev. It was; I own it; on my knees, I own it. 

Belin. { Laughing.) Oh, proud man! have Lhum- 
bled you ?—Since you ſubmit to my will and plea- 
ſure, I think I can forgive you. Beg my picture 
back this moment. ' [Shews'it to him. 

Bev. [Taking the pidure.] I ſhall adore it ever, 
and heal this breach with uninterrupted love. 


Enter Sir Joux, Lach RurLess, Sir Wir ria, 


BLANDrokb, BIII MOT, and CLARIS84. 


Sir Fohn. ¶ Laughing.) Why, yes; it is very 288 
I can now laugh at my oa folly, and my wife's too. 
Lady Reft. There has been ſomething of a miſtake, 


I believe. 


Bev. You ſee, Sir John, what your faſpiGons 
are come to. I never was within your doors before 


' this day; nor ſhould I, perhaps, have had the ho- 


nour of ſpeaking to your lady, had it not been for 

the miſunderſtanding your mutual jealouſies occa- 

ſioned between Belinda and me. ; 
F 2 | 
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land. And your ladyſhip has been ingenious 
enough to work out of thoſe whimſical circumſtances 
a charge againſt my daughter. Ha, ha! 

Sir Fohn. It is ever her way, fir. I told you, 
my dear, that you would make yourſelf very ridi- 
culous. 

Lady Ref, I fancy, fir, you have not * be- 

| hind-hand with me. - Ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Will. And now, Mr. Blandford, T think we 
may as well let the . name firſt in- 
| n. 

| Bland. No, no more of 8 you have diſpoſe 
of your ſon. Belinda, I no longer oppoſe your in- 
clinations: take Mr. Beverley as ſoon as you will. 
Sir Fobn. Now let us fee : if ſhe agrees to marry 
him, why then ſhe knows he 1s innocent, and I ſhall 


; be ſatisfied. L | [ Afede. 
Belin. If you inſiſt upon it, fir, 
Bland. T do infiſt. 


Lady Reſt. If Beverley accepts of ker, all my ſuſ- 
Picions are at an end. 

Bev. Thus let me take the bright reward of all 
my wiſhes. [Takes her hand. 
Belin. Since it is over, you have uſed your au- 
thority, fir, to make me happy indeed. We have 

both ſeen our error, and frankly confeſs that we 
have been in the wrong too. 

Sir Will. Why, we have been allin the wrong, I 
think. 

Sir John. It has been a day of wiſtakes, but of 
"fortunate ones, eondueing at laſt to the advantage 
of all parties. My at Reſtleſs will now be 
taught— 


8 
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© Lady Reft. Sir John, I hope vou wilt be taught— 
Bland. Never mention what is paſt. The wrang- 


| ling of married people about unlucky queſtions that 


break out between them, is like the laſhing of a top: 
it only ſerves to keep it up the longer. 

Sir John, Very true: and fince we have been 
ALL IN THE WAONG TO-DAY, we will, for the fu- 
ture, endeavour to he ALL Id THE RIGHT. * 

Bev. A fair propoſal, Sir John: we will make 
it our buſineſs, both you, who are married, and we, 
who are. now entering into that Rate, by mutual 
confidence to enſure mutual happineſs. 

The God of Love thinks wwe profane his fire, 

When trifter light as air miſtruſl inſpire. _ F 

But where efleem and gen'rous paſſions ſpring, _ © 

T here reigns ſecure, and waves his purple wing ; © 

Gives home-felt peace: prevents the nuptial firife ; © 

3 and bids it laft for life. | 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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 WRITTIN BY MR. GARRICK. 
| Spoken by Mrs. YaTrs. 

Brzss me, this ſummer-«oort is ſo fatiguing! 
And then our plays fo buſtling, ſo intriguing ! 
Such miffing, Ag bing, ſeolding, all together ! 
T heſe love affairs ſuit he with colder weather. © 
At this warm time theſe writers ſbou' d not treat you, 
Wikh fo much love and paſſion, —for they'll heat you; 
Poets, like Weavers, ſbould with taſte and reaſon, 
Adapt their various goods to ev'ry ſeaſon. 
Far the hot months, the fanciful and ſlight ; 
For mind and body, ſomething cool and light : 
Authors themſelves indeed negledt this rule; 
Dreſs warm in ſummer, and at Chriſtmas cool. 
4 told our Bard within, theſe frve-ad plays, 
Are rich brocades, unfit for ſultry days. 
Were you a cook, ſaid I, would you prepare 
Large hams, and roafled firloins for your fare ? 
Their very ſmoke would pall a city glutton ; 
A Tragedy would make. you all unbutton ! 
Both appetites now aſk for daintier picking, 
Farce, pantomime, cold lamb, or white-legged chicken. 
At Ranelagh, fine rollt and butter ſee: 
Signor Tenducci, and the beſt green tea ! 
Italian finging is as light as feather ; 
Beard is too loud, tos powerful for this weather! 
V auxhall more ſolidly regales your palates ; 

Champaigne, cantata's, cold il d beef, and balladt. 


What ſball aue do your different taſtes to hit? 
You reliſb ſatire; ¶ To the Pit.} You ragouts of wit ; 
[ Boxes. 

Your taſte is humour, and high ſeaſon's jobe ; [1 Gall. 

Tou call for hornpipes, and for Hearts of Oak! [2d Gall. 
O could I wiſh and have A conjuring man 

Once told my fortune, —and he charm'd this fan! 

Sad with fire 7 might my will jeg 

Think you there's magic in this little toy? 

I its po r; and, if I goin my wiſb, 

Ill give You, firs, a downright Engliſh diſh. 


Cone then; « Jong [Mulic is heard.] indeed! Le 


"twill do. 
| Take Beed, gallants, Tl play the dence with you. 
Whene'er I pleaſe, I'll charm you to my fight ; 
And tear a FAN WITH FLIRTING ev'ry night. 


Eater t two a Smonns, who ig the follow: 
* mM Ing Song. f 
8 ON 6. 


| 3 and ye Critics beloew. 1 
Ye finer ſpun Critics, <vho keep the mid row, 


0 tarry a moment, I/ feng you a ſong, | 
Shall prove that, war, you are all in the wrong. 


Ye Poets, who mount on the fam'd winged fled, 

Of prancing, and wincing, and licking take heed - 

For when by thoſe hornets, the Critics, you r ſtung, 
Toure throws in the dirt, and are all in the wrong. 
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1 FPILOGUE. 
—_——_—_—— . — 
Ye Ators, who ad what theſe writers have writ, 
Pray flick to your Poet, and ſpare your ocun wit; 
For when with your own you unbridle your tongue, 

I hold ten 19 one you are all in the wrong. | 


Y e Knaves, who make news for the ſooliſb to reve, 
Who print daily ſlanders the hungry to feeds | 
For a-while you miſlead em, the nedus- hunting ws 
Till the pillory proves, you are alls in the _ 


Ye grave Politicians, 'fo deep and fo wiſe, 

With your hums, and your Gerig, and your ed eyes, 
The road that you travel, is tedions and long, 

But I pray you jog on; you are all in the es, 


e bappy fond huſtands, and fond happy eviver,, 2% 
Les never ſuſpicion embitter your live:, 
Let your prudence be ſlout, and your faith. be as firong ; 
Who watch, or who catch, 19 are all in the e 


Ye unmarried folks be not bought, or my ſold, 

Let age avoid youth, and the young ones the old ; 

For they'll ſoon get together, the young with the young, 
And then, my wiſe old ones, you're all in the wrong. 


Ye ſoldiers and ſailors, who bravely have fought, 
Who honour and glory, and laurels have bought; 

Let your foes but appear, you'll be at em ding dong, 
And if they come near you, they're all in the wrong. 


Ye judges of taſle to our labours be kind, 

Our errors are many, pray wink, or be blind; 

| Still find your way hither to glad us each night, 

And our note e will change to you're all in the right. 


is. 


n THE JEALOUS WIFE. 


— — — Pp — — 
+ S— ,— * 
— — — 2 — —— — 


„ 
—— — —— — — 2 


— — — — 
—_— 


. cent I 


— » Pom 


—— — -4 — wo — — — 9 2 
2 — | 5 | — — I=_—SSY 
828 — * 2 — — — — — 

—  ——_— — — — 4 * 4 ; | TERESA 
— — 1 0 2. — . 


— —ͤ— — . , 
— 2 — 


— . — — ” 


* my 


TIE 
- 


r ” 
— 


: 


lulu 


AE 
=" 
— 
. — 
» : -Y - 
4 IT 
* 


6 rr nr On 


De Wilde pins? | 
| M. BENSLEY as OAKLY. 
. 8 Sam guite ii. 0 | 


pot. Doha Publiſh'd by W. jones. e $6,Dame ftrect. 


K 


RB an 
U \ \\ 
8 
N W \ \ N \, 
N N \\, | 
eh \IP \ 
\\\. | 


| 


| 
/ 


— 


— 
—ñ'— 


AA 


7 
i 


g 


- 


U 
WAY! 


| 
j 
| 


— —2aÜa—-— 


8 
i 
i 


— 
Bill 
l ili 


| 


— — 


"IF E 


i Will THIRD 


— — — 
— * 


932 m2ñ— — — — 


ALOUS 


EHE 


| 
ö 


| 
| 


0 
h 
j 


| 


| 
0 


by W.Jones, Weg Dame ſtreet. 


Publrſhd 


* 


Dublin 


"4 


4 . 
* 


4 


77 


JEALOUS WIFE. 


COMEDY. 


By GEORGE coLMan.| \ 
—CC—— | 


ADAPTED FOR _ 0 


THEATRICAL REPRESENTATION, 


AS PERFORMED AT Tux 
THEATRES-ROYAL, 


 DRURY-LANE AND COVENT-GARDEN. 
———— —— — 


1 


REGULATED FROM THE PROMPT-BOOES, 


By — of the Spares. 


— = — — 1 — 


- 
3 II . 


The Lines diſtinguiſhed by inverted Commas, are omitted in the Reprelentatlon. 
DSD 


— — ____ J 
: * 
DUBLIN ; 
— 
PRINTED BY J. CHAMBERS, 
rox WILLIAM JONES, No. 86, DAME-STREET, 
M DCC cr. 


| 
| 


* 
k 
— * 
of * 
. 
* 
S . 
* 1 
— 5 * 1 4 
: 
* 
%- 
* F 
* on 
\ . 
CY 
Sl * 
LY 
i 
% 
\ 
- 
. 
* 
- 
% 
* 
* 
* 
- 
1 \ 
- 
7 
s 
. =Y * 
4 
a - 
© 
\ 
* 
©. 
® = 
- 
* 
4 4 


* 


— —— 
ADVERTISEMENT. 


„ 


” 


THE ufc that has ln dl in this comedy of Vield- 
ing's admirable novel of Tom Jones, muff be obvious 
to the moſt ordinary reader. Some hints have alſo been 
taken from the account of Mr. and Mrs. Freeman, in 
No. 212, and No. 216, of the Spectator; and the 

ſhort ſcene of Charles's intoxication, at the end of t the 
third ad; ir partly an imitation of the behaviour of 

Syrus, much in the ſam: circumflancer, in the Adelphi 
of Terence. There are alſo ſome traces of the charac- 
ter of the Fealous Wife, in one of the ern of 

ke Connoiffeur. erb Fo pats: "oy 

7. would 'be _ ar to omit PORTER "a ; 

obligations to Mr. Garrick. To his inſpe&ion the co- 
medy was ſubmitted in its firſt rude flate ; and to my care 
and attention to follow his advice in many particular, 
relating both to the fable and chara8ers, I Invev that' © 


| am much indebted. for the reception cohich this Piece l. 
met with from 2 public. 


Iz - — 
PROLOGUE. 
— n — — 


9 


N 4 s 


| WAITTEN BY MR. LLOYD». 


Ou by Mr. Ganzrcs. 
—ü— 


: Tus Yalous Wife! 9 ee 
A charming ſuljed | but a wretched plan. 
His ſkittiſh wit, o er leaping the due bound, 
Commits flat treſpaſs upon tragic ground. 
- Nuarrels, upbraidings, Jealouſees, and. ſpleen, 
. Grow too familiar in the comic ſcene. 
Tinge but the language with heroic chime, 
. *Tis paſhon, pathos, charager, ſublime 1 A... 
"What round big words bad feelP.d the pompous ſent, 
A king the huſband, and the wife a queen! 
| Then might diſraction rend her graceful hair, 
See fightleſe forms, and ſcream, and gape, and flare. 
| Drawcanfir Death had rag d without cuntroul, 
Here the drawn dagger, there the poiſon'd bowl. 
What eyes had fiream'd at all the whining wo! 
What hand: had thunder d at each Hah: and Oh, 


But peace ! the gentle prologue cuftom ſends, 
Like drum and ſerjeant, to beat up for friends. 
At vice and folly, each a lawful game, 

Our author flies, but <vith no partial aim. 
| He read the manners, open as they lie 
Jn Nature's volume to the general cye. 


. 3 
— — —— ee ES ESR 
Books too he read, nor bluſb'd to uſe their flare—— 


Hle does but what his betters did before. 


Shakeſpere has done it, and the Grecian flage 
Caugbt truth of charafter from Homer's pager , 


I in his ſtenes an boneft till is ſbewn, 
And borrowing little, much appears his own 5s ö 
If what a maſter's happy penoil drew = 6. 
He brings more forward in dramatic” view ; | 
To your deciſion he ſubmits his cauſe, N 
Secure of candour, anxious for applauſe. — , 


But if, all rude, his artleſs ſcenes deface 
The ſimple beauties <vhich he meant to grace, 
If, an invader upon others land, IG 
He ſpoil and plunder with a robber's bnd. 
Do juſtice on him As on fools before, 
And give to Blockheads Pal one Blockhead more. © 


We < 


| 


— 
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ACT I. \ SCENE 1. 
A , FROM 
n Houſe. Wolfe heard within” 


Mrs. Gally, within. © 


Don- T tell me—T know it is e IR. 
and Iwill not bear it. 

Cal. [Within.] But, my dear 

Mrs. Oak. Nay, nay, Oc. —— . 


Enter Mrs. OaxLY, with a Letter, Oaxir a 


Mrs. Oak. Say what you will, Mr. Oakly, vou 
ſhall never perſuade me, but 4 is ſome _— o_ 
trigue of yours. | 

- Oak. I can aſſure you, my loye!—— . 

| Mrs. Oak. Your love Don't I know pa 
Tell me, I ſay, this inftant, every 9 re- 

lating to this letter. N | 
Dal. How can I tell you, when you will not fo 
much as let me ſee it? 15 

Mrs. Oak. Look you, Mr. Oakly, this ange is 
not to be borne, Tou take a pleaſure in abuſing 
my tenderneſs and ſoft diſpoſition.—To be perpetu- 
ally running over the whole town, nay, the whole 
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kingdom too, in purſuit of your amours! Did not 
Tdiſeover that you was great with mademoiſelle, my 


own woman? — Did not you contract a ſhameful 


familiarity with Mrs. Freeman? Did not I detect 
your intrigue with my Lady Wealthy * not 
70u— 

Oak. Oons ! madam, the Grand Turk himſelf 
has not half ſo many miftrefſes—You throw me out 
of all patience Do I know any body but our com- 
mon friends? Am I viſited by any body, that does 
not viſit you Do I ever go out, unleſs you go 
with me?—And am I not as conſtantly by your 
fide, as if I was tied to your apron- ſtrings?? 

Mrs. Oak. Go, go, you are a, falſe man Have 
not I found you out a thouſand times? And have 
not I this moment a letter in my hand, which con- 
vinces me of your baſeneſs? Let me e know the 
whole affair, or I will 

Oak. Let you know? Let me know what you 


' would have of me——You ſtop my letter before it 


comes. to my hands, and then expect that I ſhou'd 
know the contents of it. 

. Mrs. Oak. Heaven be praiſed! I Rpt 81 ſuſ- 
pected ſome of theſe doings for ſome time paſt—But 
the letter informs me who ſhe is, and I'll be re- 
venged on her ſufficiently, Oh, you baſe man, you! 

Cal. 1 beg, my dear, that you would moderate 
your paſſion! —Shew me the letter, and I'll convince 
you of my innocence. 

_ Mrs. Oat: DD . 
eee, am not to be made fuch a fool. 


I am convinced of your pexfidy, and very ſure. 


— : 
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Dal. Sdeath and fire! your paſſion hurries you 
out of yaur ſenſe Will you hear me? 

Mre. Oul. No, e a r and T will 
not hear you. 

Dal. Why then, my dear, Ante you will eſther 
ul reaſonably yourſelf,” nor liſten to reaſon from 
me, I ſhall take my leave till you are in a better 
humour. So, your ſervant! | [ Going. 

Mrs. Oak. Ay, go, you exuel'man — 6 to your 
mĩſtreſſes, and leave your poor wife to her miſeries. 
Howunfortunate 2 woman am I'!—T could die 
with vexation P Throwing herſelf into a chair. 

Oak. There it is—Now dare not I ſtir a ſtep fur 
ther—IFf L offer to go, the is in one of her fits in 
an inſtant—Never ſure was woman at once of ſo 
violent and ſo delicate à conſtitution! What ſhall 
I ſay to ſooth her? Nay, never make thyſelf ſo un- 
eaſy, my dear—Come, come, you know ptr 
Nay, 'niy, you ſhall be convinced, = 

Mr. Oak. I know you hate me; acts 
— and will be the death of me. 

[Whining. 
4 Oak. Ho not vex yourfelf ot this Tate—T love you 
moſt = reg Iona, I do — This muft be ſome 
miſtake. 1. . 
M. Oak. 0, Iam an e W [ Weeping. 
' - Oak. Dry up thy tears, my love, and be comfort- 
ed! You will find that I am not to blame in this 
matter Come, let me ſee this letter——Nay, you 
ſhall not deny me. [Taking the letter. 

* Mrs. Oak, There! take it, you know the hand, 1 
am * 
8. F NY A 3 | 
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Oak: To Charles Oakly, Eſq. [ Reading. }—Hand! 
"Tis a clerk-like hand, indeed! a good round text. 
and was certainly never penned by a fair adn. 

Ars. Oak.. Ay, laugh at me, do! 

Oak. Forgive me, my love, I did not mean to 
laugh at the But what ſays the letier 
 [ Reading.) Daughter eloped—yau muſt be privy to it— 
„ eee eee 

\Hanax A 


Mrs. Ob * 1 Well, fir—you ſee I have 
deeded you-——Tell. me this inſtant where ſhe i is 
concealed... | . 

_ Oak. S0—fo—fo—This hurts i ſhock'd— 

_— 

Mre. Oak. What are W wh your 
guilt? + Have I caught you at laſt? 

. Oak. O that wicked Charles! To decoy 2 young 

lady from her parents in che country! The. profli- 

gaey of the young fellows of this age is abominable. 

Te himſelf, 

Mr. Oat. [Half afide and. muſing.)] Charles |— 
Let me ſee Charles! No! nn is 
is all a trick. 

Oak. He has cerainly ive thi poor lady. 15 
5 [To himſelf. 

Mrs. Oak. An! art! alert. There's a ſudden 
turn now! You have ready wit for an intrigue, I 
R n 

Oak. Such an e nl I wiſh I had 
never had the care of him. [To himſelf. 

Mrs. Oak. Mighty fine, Mr. Oakly ! Go on, fir, 
go on! I ſee what you mean. Your aſſurance 


bo 0 
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provokes me e beyoud your very falſehood itſelf. So 
you. imagine, fir, that this affected concern, this 
flimſy pretence about Charles, is to bring you off. 
Matchleſs confidence ! But I am armed againſt eve- 


ry thing I am prepared for all your dark ſchemes: 4 


I am aware of all "on low firatagems. 
Cal. See there now! Was ever any thing ſo pro- 
voking? To perſevere in your ridiculous For 


Heaven's ſake, my dear, -don'tdiftrat me. When 


you ſee my mind thus agitated and uneaſy, that a 
young fellow, whom his dying father, my own bro- 


ther, committed to my care, ſhould be guilty. of 
ſuch enormous wickedneſs ; I fay, when you are 


witneſs of my diſtreſs on this occafion, how can you 

be weak enough and cruel enough to—, . _ 
Mrs. Oak. Prodigioufly well, fir! You do it very 

well. Nay; keep it up, carry it oa, there's nothing 


like going through with it. O you artful creature! 


But, fir, I am not to be ſoeafily ſatified. I do not 
believe a ſyllable of all this——Give me the letter 
—| Snatching the letter. You ſhall ſorely repent 


this vile buſineſs, for I am reſolved that I will know | 


the bottom of it. [ Exits 

Oat. This is. beyond all patience. Provoking 
woman! Her abſurd ſuſpicions interpret every 
thing the wrong way. She delights to make me 
wretched, becauſe ſhe ſees I am attached to her, 
and converts my tenderneſs and affeQion into che 


inſtruments of my own torture. But this ungra- 
cious boy! In how many troubles will he involve. 


his own and' his lady's family—1 never imagined 


that he was of ſuch abandon d princi 5 * here 


he comes ! 


| 
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Enter be OaxLy, and 8 


* Char. Good-morrow, fir ! 

Maj. Good-morrow, brother, a0 — 
What, you have been at the old work, I find. L 
heard you—ding ! deng ! i faith !—She has rung a 
noble peal in your ears. But how now? Why ſure 
you've had a remarkable warm ** — 
ſeem more ruffted than uſual. | 
- Oak. I am, indeed, brother! Thanks to 2 hes 


young gentleman there. Have a care, Charles! you 
may be called to a ſevere account for this. The ho- 
nour of a family, Erg 1s e r matter. 


Char. Sir! | 

Maj. Hey-day'! Wobei db . 
duced a lecture of morality ? What is all chis? 

©. Oak. To a profligate mind, perhaps, theſe things 
mary appear agreeable in the . Bok . 
you tremble at the conſequences 2. 

. Char. I ſee, ſir, that you are difpleated with me, 
dut I am quite aca loſs to gueſs at the occafion. - 

Oak. Tell me, fir where is Miſs pepe Ruſ- 
ſet ? | 

_ Char. Miſs Harriot Ruſſet 1=—Sir—Ex3lain. 

Oat.” Have not you-decoy'd her from her father? 
' Char. I !—Decoy'd her Decoy d my Harriot! 


I would ſooner die than do her the leaſt injury. 


What can this mean? 
Maj. I believe the young dog bas been at hr, 
n. A 

| Oak. I was * bens cee den had better 
err But there's a letter juſt come from her 


Pol —— 
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Char. A letter What letter? Dear fir, give it 
me. Some intelligence of my Harriot, Major. 

"The letter, fir, the letter chis moment, for Heaven. 8 
Take! 

Oak. If this warm, Charles, tends to prove your 
Innocence—— 

Char. Dear fir, excuſe wed l prove any thing 
Let me but ſee this letter, and I'll—— _ 
Dal. Let you fee it? I could hardly get a 

Aight of it myſelf. Mrs. Oakly has it. | 
. Char, Has ſhe got it? Major, Ill be with you 
again directly. | [Exit haſtily. 

Maj. Hey-day | The devil's in the boy | What a 
fiery ſet of people! By my troth, I think the whole 
family is made of nothing but combuſtibles. 

Oak; L like this emotion. It looks well. It may 
ſerve too to convince my wife of the folly of ber 
ſuſpicions. Wou d to Heaven I could *. them 
for ever! 

Maj. Why, pray now, my dear naughty "If 8 
what heinous offence have you committed this morn- 
Ing? What new cauſe of ſuſpicion? You have been 
- aſking one of the maids to mend your ruffle, I ſup- 
. poſe, or have been hanging your head out of the win- 
dow, ben a pretty young woman has paſt by, or 

Oak. How can you trifle with my diftrefies, Ma- 
jor? Did not I tell you it was about a letter? 

Maj. A letter !—hum -A ſufpicious circum- 
ſtance, to be ſure! What, and the ſeal a true lo- 
ver's knot now, hey! ox an heart transfixt with 
darts; or poſſibly the wax bore the induſtrious im- 
_ preſſion of a thimble ; Or perhaps the folds were 
: Jovingly cannected by a Wafer, pricked with 2 pin, 


„„ —-—-— a Fs 


rattle-brain'd, rioting fellow- 
up your common place notions of women in bay- 
' nios, taverns, and the camp; whoſe moſt refined 
commerce with the ſex has been in order to delude 
country girls at your quarters, or to beſiege the vir- 
tue of abigails, milliners, or mantua-maker 2 pren- 
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and the direction written in a vile ſera wl, and not 
a word ſpelt as it ſhould be; ha, ha, ha! 


Cal. Pooh! brother Whatever it was, the 
letter, you find, was for Charles, and not for me 


this outrageous jealouſy is the devil. 


Maj. Mere matrimonial bleſſings and domeſtic 


comfort, brother ! jealouſy is a certain ſign of love. 


Oat. Love! it is this very love that hath made us 
both ſo miſerable. Her love for me has confined. 


me to my houſe, like a ſtate priſoner, without the 
liberty of ſeeing my friends, orthe uſe of pen, ink, 
and paper; while my love for her has made ſuch a 


fool of me, that I have never had the ſpirit to con- 


tradict her. 


Maj. Ay, ay, there you've hit it; Mrs. Oakly 
would make an excellent wife, if you did but know 


how to manage her. 
* Oak. You are a rare fellow, indeed, to call of 


managing a wife——A debauch'd bachelor——a 
who have pick'd 


tices. _ 


Muj. So much the better !—ſo much the better! 


- women are all alike i in the main, brother, high or 
low, married or fingle, quality or no quality. I 


have found them ſo, from a ducheſs down to a milk- 


maid. 


FY Ol. Your ſavage notions are ridiculous: What 
do you know of a huſband's feelings? ou, who 


t 
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compriſe all your qualities in your honour, as you 
call it !\—Dead to all ſentiments of delicacy, and in- 
capable of any but the groſſeſt attachments to wo- 
men. I'his is your boaſted refinement, your tho- 
rough knowledge of the world, while with regard to 
women, one poor train of thinking, one narrow ſet 
of ideas, like the uniform of the 3 ſerves 
the whole corps. | | 
Maj. Very fine, brother i—Here' $ WON abode 

for you with a vengeance. Henceforth, expect no 
quarter from me. I tell you again and again, ITknow 
the ſex better than you do. They all love to give 
themſelves atrs, and to have power: every woman 
is a tyrant at the bottom. But they could never 
make a fool of me. No, no! no woman. ſhould 
ever domineer over me, let her be miſtreſs or wife. 

al. Single men can be no judges in theſe caſes. 
They muſt happen in all families. But when things 
are driven to extremities—to ſee a woman in unea- 
fineſs—a woman one loves too—one's wife—who 
can withſtand it? You neither ſpeak nor think like 


' man that has lov'd, and been married, major! 


Maj. I wiſh I could hear a married man ſpeak 
my language——I'm a bachelor, it's true; but 1 


am no bad judge of your caſe for all that. I know 


yours and Mrs. Oakly's diſpoſition to a hair. She 
is all impetuoſity and fire—A very magazine of 


touchwood and gunpowder. You are hot enough 


too upon occaſion, but then it's over in an inſtant, 


In comes love and conjugal affection, as you call 


it:—that is, mere folly and weakneſs—and you 


draw off your forces, juſt when you ſhou d purſue 


. ks ++ . 
- : * 
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the attack, and follow your advantage. Have at 
her with ſpirit, and the day's your own, brother! 

Oak, I tell you, brother, you miſtake the matter. 
Sulkineſs, fits, tears Theſe, and ſuch as theſe, 
are the things which make a feeling man uneaſy, 
Her paſſion and violence have not half ſuch an ef. 
fet on m. 

Maj. Why, chen, you may be ſure, ſhe 1 play 
that upon you, which ſhe finds does moſt execution. 
But you muſt be proof againſt every thing. If 
he's furious, ſet paſſion. againſt paſſion; if you 
find her at her tricks, play off art againſt art, and 
foil her at her own weapons, * s your game, 
brother | 

Oat. Why, what would you have me do? _ 

Maj, Do as you pleaſe, for one month, whether 
ſhe likes it or not; and, I'll anſwer for it, ſhe will 
conſent you ſhall do as you pleaſe all her life after. 

Oak. This is fine talking. You do not conſider 
the difficulty that _ 

Maj. You muſt overcome all difficulties, Aſten 
your right boldly, man] give your own orders to 
ſervants, and ſee they obſerye them; read your own 
letters, and never let her have a ſight of them: make 
your own appointments, and never be perſuaded to 
break them: ſee what company you like; go out 
when you pleaſe; return when you pleaſe, and don't 
ſuffer yourſelf to be called to account where you 
have been. In ſhort, do but ſhew yourſelf a man 
of ſpirit, leaye off whining about love and tenderneſs, 
and nonſenſe, and the buſineſs is done, brother! 

- . Cab. I believe you axe in the right, major! I ſac 
you're in the right. III do it, I'll certainly do it.— 


* 
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Bur then it hurts me to the ſoul, to think what un- 
eaſineſs I ſhall give her. The firſt opening of my 
deſign will throw her into fits, and the purſuit of i it 
perhaps may be fatal. 

Maj. Fits! ha, ha, ha !—Fits!—T'll engage to 
cure her of her fits. Nobody underſtands hyſterical 
caſes better than I do: beſides, my fiſter's ſymp- 
toms are not very dangerous. Did you ever hear of 
her falling inte a fit when you was not by? 
Was ſhe ever found in convulſions in her cloſet. ?— 
No, no, theſe fits, the more care you take of them, 
the more you will increaſe the diſtemper : let them 
alone, and they will wear themſelves out, I war- 
rant you. 

Oak. True very true —you' re certainly i in the 
rigkht—I II follow your advice. Where do you dine 
two-day? I'll order the coach, and go with you. 
Maj. O brave! keep up this ſpirit, and you're 
made for ever. 


Oak. You fhall ſee now, major! Who's there? 
Order the coach directly. I ſhall dine out to-day. 
Serv. The coach, fir?——Now? Sir! 


| Oak. Ay, now, immediately. | 
Serv. Now? Sir!——the—the—coach ! Sir! 


3 


Out. Sirrah! do as you're bid. Bid them put to 
this antant. 

Serv. Ye=yes, fir——yes, fir. Laar. 

Oak, Well, where ſhall we dine? 

Maj. At the St. Alban's, or where you will. 
This is excellent, if ydu do but hold it. 85 
f B 
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Dal. I will have my own way, I en 

Maj. That's right. 

Dal. I am ſteel. 
Maj. Bravo! 

Oak. Adamant. 

Maj. Braviſſimo! 

Oak.. Juſt what you'd have me. 

Maj. Why that's well ſaid. But will you doit? 

Oak. I will. 

Maj. You won't. 

Oak. I will. I'll be a fool to her no longer. 
But hark ye, major! my hat and ſword lie in my 
— ſtudy. I'll go and fteal them out, while ſhe is bu- 

ſy talking with Charles. 

Maj. Steal them! for ſhame! Pr'ythee take them 
boldly, call for them, make them bring them to you 
here, and go out with ſpirit, in the face of your 
whole family. 

Oak. No, no—you arewrong—let her rave e after 

| Tam gone, and when I return, you know, I ſhall 
exert myſelf with more reer after this open 
affront to her authority. 

Maj. Well, take your own way. 

Dal. Ay, ay—let me manage it, let me ma- 
nage it. | [ Exit. 

Maj. Manage it! ay, to be ſure, you're a rare 
manager! It is dangerous, they ſay, to meddle be- 

tween man and wife. I am no, great favourite of 

Mrs. Oakly's already; and in a week's time 1 expect 

$0 have the door ſhut i in my teeth. _ 


| Enter CnaxIꝝSò. 
Hon now, C Charles, what news ? 4 


f K. 
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Char. Ruin'd and undone! | s gone, 1 uncle! 
wy Harriot's loft for ever. 

| Maj. Gone off with a man —1 wee ſo: 
they are all alike. 

Chat, O no! Fled to avoid that "hateful mat ich 
with Sir Harry Beagle. i ants; 

Maj. Faith a Sirl of ſpirit \—Joy" Char, 1 
give you joy ; ſhe is your -own, my boy —4 fool 
and à great eſtate ! Deviliſh ſtrong reipptations! ; 

Char. A. wretch | 1 was ſure ſhe would never 
think of him. _ 

Maj. No! to be fure! ns 15 to. your Vo- 
deſty ! Refuſe five thouſand a year, and a a baronet, 
for pretty Mr. Charles Oakly ! it is riſe, indeed, 
that the looby hay not a fingle idea in hig head be- 
fides a hound, a hunter, a five-barred gate, and a 
horſe-race; but then he's rich, and that will quali- 
fy his abſurdities. Money is a wonderful imp 
ver of the underſtanding. ut whence comes ill 
this intelligence? 

Char. In an angry letter from her father —How 
miſerable I am! If I had not offended my Hartiat, 
much offended her by chat fooliſh riot and drinking 
at your houſe in the countfy, ſhe would certainly, 
at ſuch a time, have taken refuge in my arms. 

Maj. A very agreeable refuge for a young lady 
to be ſure, and extremely decent 

Char. I am all uneaſineſs. Did not ſhe tell me, 
that ſhe trembled at the thoughts of having truſted. 
her affections with a man of fuch a wild dif] poſition? 
What a heap of extravagancies was I guilty of ? 
Maj. Extravagancies with a witneſs! Ah, you. 
Ally: young dog, Jou would ruin yourſelf with her 
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Father, in ſpite of all I could do. There you at, 
as drunk as a lord, telling the old gentleman the 
whole affair, . and ſwearing you would drive Sir 
Harry Beagle out of the country, though 1 kept 
jr Feld nodding, pulling you by the ſlaeve, 
and kicking your ſhins under the table, in hopes af 
Kopping yau, but all to no purpoſe. 

Cbar. What diſtreſs may ſhe be in at this in. 
Kant! Alone and defenceleſs ! |—Where ? Where 
can the be? 

Maj. What! relations or friends has ſhe in town? 

Char. Relations ! let me ſee.— Faith! I have it. 
If the i is in town, ten to one but ſhe is at her 
aunt's, Lady Freelove's. I'll go. thither immedi- 


ately. _ 
/ Maj. Lady Fredlond's ! Hold, hold, Charles! 
— do you know her ladyſhip ? 


Cbar. Not much; but I'll break through all 

forms to get to my Harriot, 

Maj. I do know her ladyſhip. 

bar. Well, and what do you know of * 

Maj. O nothing ! Her ladyſhip is a woman af 
the world, that's al—he'l introduce Harriot to 
the beſt company. | 
Char. What do you mean? | 
Maj. Yes, yes, 1 would truſt a wife, or a daugh- 
ter, or a miſtreſs with Lady Freelove, to be ſure! 
—T'll tell you what, Charles! you're a good boy, 
but you don't know the world. Women are fifty 
times oftener ruined by their acquaintance with each 
other, than by their attachment to men. One 
2 lady will train up a thouſand no- 
vices. That Lady Freelove is an an- che 


1 
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bye, did not ſhe, laſt ſummer, make formal propo- 
fals to Harriot's father from Lord Trinket ? 

Char. Yes! but they were received with the ut - 
moſt contempt. The old gentleman, it ſeems, hates 
a lord, and he told her ſa in plain terms. 

Maj. Such an averfion to the nobility may not 
run in the blood. The girl, I warrant you, has 
no objection. However, if ſhe's there, watch, her 
narrowly, Charles ! Lady Freelove is as miſchievous 
as a monkey, and as cunning. too.— Have a care of 
Ber. I ſay, have a care of her. | 

Char. Tf ſhe's there, I'll have her out of the houſe 


within this half hour, or ſet fire to it. 


Maj. Nay, now you're too violent.—Stay a mo- 
ment, and we IL conſider what's beſt to be done: 


Recenter OanLy. 
Oat. Come, is the coach ready? Let us be gone. 
Does Charles go with. us? 
Char. I go with you What can I do? Tam 
fo vexed and diſtracted, and. ſo many thoughts 


crowd in upon me, I don't know which way to 


turn myſelf. 
Mrs. Oak. ¶ Within.) The coach Eines out 


where is your maſter ? 


Oak. Zounds ! brother, here ſhe is! 


Enter Mrs. OazLy. 


Mrs. Cat. Pray, Mr. Oakly, what is the matter 
you cannot dine at home to-day ? | 

Oat, Don't be-uneaſy, my dear I have a little 
bufineſs to ſettle with my brother; fo I am only 
juſt going to dinner with him and Charles to the 
tavern. 


* 
: 22 THE JEALOUS WIFE, Aer . 
Mrs. Oak. Why cannot you ſettle your buſineſs 
here as well as at a tavern ? But it is ſome of your 
ladies bulineſs, I ſuppoſe, and ſo you muſt get rid 
of my company. his is chiefly your fault Major 
Oakly! _ 

| Maj. Lord! fiſter, what ſignifies it, whether a 
man dines at home or abroad? + _  [ Golly, 
© Mrs. Oak. It fignifies a great deal, fir! and 1 

don” t chooſe 

Maj. Phoo.! let him go, my dear fiſter, let him 
go! he will be ten times better company when he 
comes back. I tell you what, fiſter—you fit at 
Rome till you are quite tired * one another, and 
then you grow croſs, and fall out. If you would 
but part a little now and then, you might meet 
again in good humour. 

Mrs. Oak. I beg, Major Oakly, that you would 
trouble yourſelf about your own affairs; ; and let me 
tell you, fir, that I 

Oak. Nay, do not put thyſelf i into a paſſion with 
the Major, my dear —It is not his fault; and 1 
Hall come back to thee very ſoon. 

' Mrs. Cal. Come back !—why need you go out? 
—_ know well enough when you mean to deceive 
me: for then there is always a pretence of dining 
with Sir John, or my Lord, or ſomebody; but 
when you tell me, that you are going to a tavern, |, 
itẽs ſuch a bare-faced affront 
Oak. This is ſo ſtrange now! — Why, my dear, I 

ſhall only juſt 
Mr. Gab. Only juſt zo after the lady in the let- 
| ter, r 
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Oak. Well, well, I won't go then. Will that 
convince you ?—T'll ftay with you, my Gear !—— 
will that ſatisfy you? | . 
| Maj. For ſhame! hold out, if you are a man. 
[ Apart; 
+ Oak. She has been ſo much vext this morning 
already, I muſt humour her a little now. [ Apart. 
as Fie, fle! go out, or you're undone. 
| [dport. 
Cal. You ſee it' i impoſfible— [ Apart. 
[To Mrs. Oakly.] I'll dine at home with thee, my 
love. 
' Mrs. Oak. Ay, ay, pray do, fir—Dine at'a ta- 
vern indeed! [ Going. 
+ Oak. [_Returning.] You may bind on me ano- 
ther time, Major. 
Maj. Steel and adamant Ah! 
Mrs. Oak. [ Returning.] Mr. Oakly.- 
Oak. O, my dear! FExeunt Mr. and Mrs. Oakly. 
Maj. Ha, ha, ha! there's a picture of reſolu- 


tion! there goes a Philoſopher for you! ha! 


Charles! 
Char. O, uncle! Thave no ſpirits to laugh now. 


Maj. So! T have a fine time on't between you 
and my brother. Will you meet me to dinner at 
the St. Alban's by four? Well drink her health, 


and think of this affair. | 
Char. Don't depend on me. I ſhall be running 


| allioverthe-town in purſuit of my Harriot. I have 


been confidering what you have ſaid, but at all 
events ll go directly to Lady Freelove's. If I 
find her not there, which way I ſhall direct aas 1 


Heaven. knows. 
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May. Hark'e, Charles! If you meet with her, 
you may. be ut a loſs. Bring her to my houſe. K 
have a ſnug room, and 

Char. Phao.! pr ythee, uncle, don't trifle with 
me now. 

Maj. Well, ſeriouſly then, my houſe is at your 
ſervice. 

Char. I thank you : but I muſt be gone. 
Maj. Ay, ay, bring her to my houſe, and we'll 
ſettle the whole affair for you. You fhall clap her 
into a poſt-chaiſe, take the chaplain of our regiment 
along with you, wheel her down to Scotland, and 
when. you come back, fend.toſettle her fortune with 
her father: that's the modern art of making love, 
Charles * 
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{ Ribem is the Bal md Cate bon": Bater Sir Hana 
BzAGLE and Tom. 


Sir Harry. 


Tin guineas a mare, and a crown the man > hey, 
Tom! 

Tom. Ves, your 2 

Sir H. And are you ſure, Tom, that there is no 
flaw in las blood? 

Tom. He's a good thing, fir, and as litde be- 
holden. to the ground, as any, horſe that ever went 
over the turf upon four legs. Why, here's his 
whole pedigree, your hondur! | 

Sir H. Is it atteſted ? ' 
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Tom. Very well atteſted: it is figned by Jack, 
Spur, and my Lord Startall. [ Giving the Pedigree. 
Sir H. Let me ſee . ¶ Reading. ]— Tom-come- 
tickle-me was out of the famous Tantwivy mare, by 
Sir Aaron Driver's cheſnut horſe White Stockings. 
White Stockings his dam was got by Lord Hedge's 
South Barb, full fiſter to the Proſerpine Filley, and 
his fire Tom Jones; his grandam was the Iriſh 


ll Dutcheſs, and his grandfire *Squire Sportly's Tra- 
40 jan; his great grandam, and great, great grandam, 
nt were Newmarket Peggy and Black Moll, and his 
d great grandſire, and great, great grandſire, were 
h Sir Ralph Whip's Regulus, and the famous Prince 
„ Amziniabov. his 

. | Joux X Srus. 
G mark. 

STARTAL. 


Tom. All fine horſes, and wor every thing! 4 
foal out of your honour's Bald-fac'd Venus, 57 this 
Horſe; would beat the world. 

Sir H. Well then, we'll- think on't— But; por 
out, Tom, I have certainly knock'd up my little 
wan gelding, in this damned wild gooſe chaſe of 
threeſeore miles an end. | 

Tom: He's deadly blown to be fave; your ho- 

| nour; and I am afraid we are upon a wrong ſtent 
after all. Madam Harriot certainly took acrofs the 
country, inſtead of coming on id London. 

Sir H. No, no, we traced her all the way up.— 
But d'ye hear, Tom, look out among the ffableg. 
— — here in town, for a fmart road naß, 

2 Ner- carry a portmanteuu. 
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Tam. Sir Roger Turf's horſes are to be ſold— 
I'll ſee if there's ever a tight ching there——but I 
ſuppoſe, fir, you would have one ſomewhat ftron- 
ger than Snip——T don't think he's quite N 
of a horſe for your honour. 

Sir H. Not enough of a horſe! Snip's a power- 
ful gelding; maſter of two ſtone mgre than my 
weight. If Snip ſtands ſound, I would not take a. 
hundred guineas for him. Poor Snip! go into the 
ſtable, Tom, ſee they give him a warm maſh, and. 
look at his heels and his eyes, —But where's Mr. 
Ruſſet all this while? 

Tom. I left the 'ſquire at breakfaſt on a cold pi- 
geon-pye, and enquiring after madam Harriot in 
the kitchen. I'Il let him know your honour would 
beglad to ſee him here. 

Sir H. Ay, do; but hark'e, Tom, be ſure: you 
take care of Snip. 1 
Tom. [I'll warrant your honour. 

Sir H. I'll be down in the ſtables myſelf by and: 
by. [Exit Tom.] Let me ſee out of the famous 
Tantwivy by White Stockings; White Stockings. 
his dam, full fiſter to the Proſerpine Filley, and his 
fire—pox on't, how unlucky it is, that this damn'd 
accident nt ſhould happen in the Newmarket week !— 
ten to one I loſe my match with Lord Choakjade, 
by not riding myſelf, and I ſhall have no opportu- 

nity to hedge my bets neither——what a damn'd 
| piece of work have I made on't !—I have knock'd 
up poor Snip, ſhall loſe my match, and as to Har- 
riot, why, the odds are, that I loſe my match there 
too——a ſkutiſh young tit! If I once get her 
Ught in hand, I'll make her wince for it Her 
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eſtate join'd to my own, I would have the fineſt 
ſtud, and the nobleſt kennel in the whole country. 
But here comes her father, puffing and blowing. 
like a broken-winded horſe up hill. 


Enter Pa 


Ruf. Well, Sir Harry, have you heard any thing a 
of her? 75 

Sir H. Yes, I have been aſking Tom about her, - 
and he ſays, you may have her for five hundred 
guineas. 

Ru. Five hundred guineas! how d'ye mean? 
where is ſhe? which way did ſhe take? ; 

Sir H. Why, firſt ſhe went to Epſom, 15 to 
Lincoln, then to. Nottingham, and now ſhe is at 
Vork. * 
Ruf. Impoſſible! ſhe could not. go over half the 
ground in che time. What che devil are you talk - 
ing of? | 

Sir H. Of the mare you was · juſt now ſaying you. 
wanted to buy. 

Ruf. The devil take the mare! ho 1 
think of her, when I am mad about an affair of ſo 
much more conſequence? 

Sir H. Vou ſeemed mad about her a little . | 
ago. She's a fine mare, and a-thing of ſhape and 
blood. Trl 
Ruſ. Damn her: blood \— — Harriot! my dear 
provoking Harriot ! Where can ſhe be? Have ou 
got any intelligence of her? | 

Sir H. No, faith, not I: we ſeem to be quite 4 
thrown out here - but however I have ordered Tom 
to try if he 6 thing of her among the 
ofilers.. | 


28. THE JEALOUS. WIFE 4% 1 


Ruf. Why den't you enquire after her yourſelf ? 
why don't you run up and down the whole town 
after her ?—t'other young raſcal knows where the 
is, I warrant you. What a plague it is to have a 
daughter! When one loves her to diſtraction, and 
has toil'd and labonr'd to make her happy, the un- 
grateful ſlut will ſooner go to helb her own way 
but ſhe ſhall have him—T will make her happy, if 
I break her heart for it.— A provoking gipfy !—to 
run away, and torment her poor father, that dotes 
on her! I'll never ſee her face again.—8ir Harry, 
how can we get any intelligence of her? Why don't 
you ſpeak | why don't you tell me ?—Zounds l you 
ſoem as indifferent as if you . care a fading 
about her. 

Sir H. Indifferent! you may well call me indif- 
| ferent — his damn'd chaſe- after her will coft me a 
thauſand if it had not. been for her, I would 
not have been offthe courſe this week, to have ſav'd 
the lives of my whole family II hold you. fix 
to two that—— - | | 

Rafe. Zounds-!- hold your tongue; or talk more to 
the: purpoſe L ſwear, ſhe. is tao good for-you— 
you don't deſerve ſuch a wife—a fine, dear, ſweet, 
lovely, charming givl!—She'll break my heart. — 
Haw: ſhall L find her aut? Do, pr ythee, Sir 
Harry, my dear honeſt friend, 3 how we 
may diſcover: where ſhe is fled to 

Ar H. Suppoſe you put an: nfm into the 
news- papers, deſcribing her marks, her age, her 
height; and: where ſhe ſtrayed : from. I recover d a 
bay mare once by that: method. | | 
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Ruſ. Advertiſe her What! deſcribe my daugh- 
ter and expoſe her in the public papers, with a re- 
ward for bringing her. home, like horſes. ſtolen or 
ſtray d recovered a bay mare !——the devil's 
in the fellow !——he thinks of nothing but racers, 
and bay mares, and. ſtallions. —— Sdeath I with 


36328 —— 5 
Sir H. I wiſh Harriot was fairly pounded.; it. 
would ſave us both a deal of trouble. 
 Ruf. Which way ſhall I turn myſelf?——I am 
half diſtracted.—If I go to that. young dog's houſe, 
he has certainly conveyed her ſomewhere out of my 
reach if ſhe does not ſend to me to-day, I'll give: 
her up for ever——perhaps though, ſhe may have 
met with ſome accident, and has nobody to aſſiſt 
her.—No, ſhe is certainly with that young raſcal. 
I with ſhe was dead, and I. was dead IIA blow 
young Oakly's brains out. 


Enter Tom. 


Sir H. Well, Tom, how is poor Snip? 
Tom. A little better, fir, after his warm maſh: 
but Lady, the. pointing bitch that followed: yon all 


the way, is deadly foo fore. 


Nuſ. Damn Snip and Lady !—have. you: — 
any thing of Harrive? | 
Tom. Why I came on purpoſe to let. my mates 
and your honour know, that. John Oſtler ſays as 
bow, juft ſuch a lady as I told. him madam Harriot 
was, came here in a four-wheel. chaiſe, and was 
fetch d away ſoon after by a fine. lady in a chariot, - 
_ Did ſhe come alone? | 
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Tom: Quite alone, only a fervanc-maid, pleaſe 
your honour. 
Raſ. And what part of the town did ar go to? 
Tom. John Oſtler ſays as-how, they bia the 
coachman drive to Groſvenor-ſquare. 
Sir H. Soho! puſs——Yoics? ' 
Ruſ. She is certainly gone to that young rogue 
be has got his aunt to fetch her from hence—— 
or elſe ſhe is with her own aunt Lady Freelove—— 
they both live in that part of the town. T'Il go to 
his houſe, and in the mean while, Sir Harry, you. 
ſhall ſtep to Lady Freelove'ss We'll find her, I 
warrant. you. Pil teach my young miſtreſs to be 
gadding. She ſhall marry: you to=nighe. Come: 
along, Sir. Harry, come along; we won't loſe a 
minute. Come along. 
Sir H. Scho! hark farward! wind em ads 8 
'em! hark forward! Yoics! Voies! [ Excunt.. 


* 


— — 


SCENE II.. 


Ghanges to OaxLY's., Enter Mrs. OaxLy.. 

Mrs. Oak. After all, that letter was certainly in- 
tended for my huſband. I ſee plain enough they 
are all in a plot againſt me. My huſband intrigu- 
ing, the major working him up to affront me, 
Charles owning his letters, and ſo playing into each: 
other's hands. They think me a fool, I find 
but I'll be too much for them yet. — I have de- 
fired to fpeak: with Mr. Oakiy, and expect him - 
here immediately. His temper is naturally open, 
and if he thinks my anger abated, and my ſuſpicions 
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laid aſleep, he will certainly betray himſelf by his. 
behaviour. I'll aſſume an air of. good-humour, 
pretend to believe the fine ſtory they have trumped, 
up, throw him off his guard, and ſo draw. the ſecret 
out of him. —Here he comes. — How hard it is for 
to diſſemble one's-anger.!- O, Icould rate him ſound- 


lx! but I'll keep down my. indignation at; — 


though i it chokes me. 


BE 9 


| Ow dear! I am'very glad-to fee you. Pray fit: 


down. [They fit.] I longed to ſee. you. It ſeemed, 
an age till I had an;opportunity of talking over the 
filly affair that happened this. morning. Lila 

Oak. Why really, my dear 

. Mrs. Oak. Nay don't look ſa grave now. Come 
—it's all over. Charles and. you have cleared up- 
matters, I am ſatisfied. 

Oak. Indeed! I rejoice to hear it! You make me. 


happy beyond my expectation. This diſpoſition 


will inſure our felicity. Do but lay afide your 
cruel unjuſt ſuſpicion, and. we ſhould never have 
the leaſt difference. ' 
Mrs. Oal. Indeed I begin ta think fo. vn en- 
deavour to get the better of it. And really ſome- 
times it is very ridiculous. My unea ſineſs this 
morning, for inſtance! ha, ha, ha! To be ſo much, 
alarmed about that idle letter, which turned out. 
quite another thing at laſt—was not I very angry 
with you? ha, ha, hgaa! [Afding a laugh, 2 
.. Oak. Don't mention it. Let us both forget it. 
Your preſent cheerfulneſs makes amends _ * 
thing. 
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Mrs. Oak. J am apt to be too violent: I love you 
too well to be quite eaſy about you. [ Fondly.]— 
Well —no matter —what is become of Charles? 
Oal. Poor fellow! he is on the wing, rambling 
all over tie town in purſuit of this young lady. 

Mrs. Oall. Where is: he gone, pray? 

Oak. Firſt ob alk E believe, W of ker rela- 
tions. 

Mrs. Oat. Relations! Who are 0 Where do 
they live? 

' Oak. Thore is an aunt of her's lives juſt im the 
neighbourhood; Lady Freeloue. 

Mrs. Oak: Lady Freelove!! Oho! gone to Lady: 
Freelove's, is he ?—and do you think he willl hear 
any thing of her? 

Gal. I don't e but Lhope fo with all * 
ſoul. | 
Mrs. Oak. Hope! wich al your ſoul; do * 
hope ſo? LA. 

Oak. ya n don't you hope ſoꝰ 

 [Omprifed: 

Mrs. Oak. Well—yes—-{Rerovering ]Þ—Q ay, to- 
be ſure. I hope it of all things. You know, my 
dear, it muſt give me great ſatisſackion, av well as 
yourſolf to ſee Charles well ſettled: | , 

dul. I ſhould think ſs; and really I don't know! 
here he can be ſettled: ſa well She is a moſh de- 
ſeynng young woman, I aſſure you. 

Mrs. Oat. You are well 66 _uaimned:winli horchen p 

unk. Zo be lure, my dear! after ſveing her fo/ 
often laſt ſummer ax che Majors ra hs. apt on- 
ny, andat her father's. - 

Mrs. Oak. So often! 4 
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Oak. O ay, very W Charhmek care of thine 
—almoſt every dax. 
Mrs. Oak. Indeed! But . a 
—2—a— Legat. 
Oak. What do you ſay? my dear! | 
Mrs. Oak. I ORD Is he 
handſome? 
vat. Prodigiouſly handſome ml 


A Oak. Prodigiouſly handſome! and is ſhe 


reckoned a ſenfible girl? 

eee yorg 
lady as ever I knew. Vou would be extremely fond 
ef her, I am fure. You -cann't imagine how happy 
I was in her company. Poor Charles! fre ſaow 
made a conqueſt of him, and no'wender, ſhe has 
ſo many elegant accomplifiments! ſuck an infinite 
fund of cheerfulneſs and good humour! Why, the's 
the darling of the whole country. 

Mrs. Oak. Lord! you ſeem” quite in rayrure | 
about her. 

Om. Raptures!—not at all. I was only ellng 
you! the young lady's character. thought yow 
would: be glad to find that Charles · had made ſs ſen- 
fible a choice, and was ſo likely to be happy. 

Mrs. Oub. ©, Charles! True, as you ſay, Char- 
les will be mighty happy. 

Oat. Don't you think fo? 

Mrs. Oak. I am convinced of it. Poor Cluvles! 
Lam muck concern'd for him. He muſt be very 
uneaſy about her, I was thinking whether we could 
be of any fervice to kim in: this affair. 

Oak. Was you, my love? that is very good of 
you, Why, to be ſure, we muſt endeavour to aſ- 


\ 
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fiſt him. Let me ſee? How. car we manage it? 
Gad! I have hit it. The luckieſt thought! and it 
will be of great ſervice to Charles. 

Mrs. Oak. Well, what is it? [ Eagerly. Ion 
know I would'do any ching to- ſerve Charles; and 
eblige you. _. [Mildh. 

Oak. That is ſo kind! Lord, my dear, if you 
would but always conſider things in: this proper 
light, and-continue-this-amiable temper, we ſhould: 
be the happieſt people 

Mr. Oak. Lbelieve ſo; but what's your propoſal? 

Oak. I am ſure you'll like it Charles, you: 
know, may perhaps be ſo. lucky as to meet wich this, 

— 

Mrs. Oak. — 

Oak. Now 1 was thinking, that he might;. with 
your leave, my dear 

Mrs. Oak. Well! | 

. Oat. Bring. her home here 

| Mrs. Oak. How! 

Oak. Yes, bring her home here, my dear —it 
will make poor Charles's mind quite eaſy.: and you 
may take her under your protection till her father 
comes to town. 

.- Mrs. Oak.. Amazing! this is even beyond my ex · 
pectation. 

Hab. Why!—hat ! 

Mrs. Oal. Was, there ever ſuch * Take 
her, under my protection! What! would you keep 

| her under-my noſe? 

Oak. Nay, I never conceiv'd——I thought you. 

[ would. have approv d 
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Mrs. Oak. What! make me your convenient wo- 


man No place but my own houſe to ſerve your 


purpoſes ? 

bal. Lord, this is the ſtrangeſt e ! 
Lam quite aſtoniſhed. 

Mrs. Oak. Aftoniſhed! yez——cenfuſed, detect- 
ed, betrayed by your vain confidence of impoſing 


on me. Why, ſure you imagine me an ideot, a 


driveller. Charles, indeed! yes, Charles is a fine 
excuſe for you. The letter this morning, the letter, 
Mr. Oakly ! | 

. Oak. The letter! why Gui high 
Mrs. Oak. Is ſufficiently explained. You have 
made it very clear to me. Now I am convinced. 
J have no doubt of your perfidy. But I thank you 
for ſome hints you have given me, and you may be: 
ſure I ſhall make uſe of them: nor will I reft, till 
T have full conviction, and overwhelm you with the | 
ſtrongeſt proof of your baſeneſs towards me. 

Oak. Nay, but 

Mr. Oak. Go, go! I have no doubt of your” 
falſehood : away! [Exit Mrs. Oakly. 

Oak. Was there even any thing like this? Such 
unaccountable behaviour! angry I don't know why! 
jealous of I know not what! pretending to be ſatis- 
fied merely to draw me in, and then creating ima 
ginary proofs out of an innocent converſation 


Hints !——hints I have given her — What can the. 
mean 
Tor croſſing the Stage, | 


Toilet! where are you geing? 
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Toilet. To order the porter to let in no company 

to my lady to-day. She won't ſee a fingle foul, fir. 

 [ Eot.. 

| Oak, What an unhappy weman! Now will ſhe 

fit ail day feeding on her ſuſpicions; till ſhe has con- 
vinced herſelf of the truth of them. 


Joux ergfing the Stage. 
Well, fir, what's your bifineſs ? | 
Jam Going to order the chariot, fir !\—my lady's 
going out immediately. ä Exit. 
* Oak, Geing out! what is all this? —But every 
way ſhe: makes me miferabla. Wild and ungovern- 
able asthe-ſex or the wind! made up of ftorms and 
tempeſts! I cann't bear it: and one-way or other L 
he put aw end to, ic. 0 | Exit. 


— 8 


3 — 


5 


Lady FxzTeug's — Eter Lady FxzxLoOve 
with. a. card er vant following, | 


Z. Free: [ Reading as ſbe enters. And will take 
the liberty of waiting on her ladyſhip en cavalier, as 
he comes from the mensge.* Does any oy wait 
that brought this card? | 

Sorv. Lord: Trinket's ſervant Ar, ma- 
dam. 

L. Free. My compliments and I ſhall be glad to 
ſee his lordſhip. Where is Miſs Ruſſert? 
Serv. In her own chamber, madam. 

L. Free. What is ſhe doing? 

Serv. Writing, I believe, madam. 


e 
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L. Free. Oh! ridiculous !——ſcribbling to that 
Oakly, I fuppoſe. ¶ Apart. — Let her know I ſhould 
be glad of her company here. [Exit Servant. 

L. Free. It is a mighty troubleſame thing to ma- 
nage a fimple girl, that knows nothing of the world. 
Harriot, like all other girls, is fooliſhly fond of this 
young fellow of her owt: chooſing, her firſt love, 
that is to ſay, the firſt man that is particularly civil, 
and the firſt air of conſequence which a young lady 
gives herſelf. Poor filly ſoul !—But Oakly muft 
not have her poſitively. A match with Lord Trin- 
ket will add to the dignity of the family. I muft 
bring her into it. I will throw her into his way as 
often as poſſible, and leave him to make his party 
good as faſt as he can. But here ſhe comes. 


Enter HARRIOr. 


Well! Harriot, Kill in the ꝓouts! nay, pripthos, 


my dear little run- away girl, be more cheerful ! xour 


everlaſting melancholy puts me into the vapours, 


Har. Dear madam, excuſe me. How can I be 
cheerful in my preſent ſnuation? I know my father's 
temper ſo well, hat I am ure this ſtep of mine muſt 
almoſt diſtract him. I ſometimes wiſh that I had 
remained in the country, let what would have been 
the conſequence. 

I. Free, Why, it is a naughty child, that's cer- 
tain; but it need not be ſo uneaſy about papa, 2s 
you know that I wrate by laſt night's poſt to ac- 
quaint him that his little loſt ſheep was faſe, and 
that you are ready to obey his commands i m every 


Particular, except anarzying that oaf, Sir Harry 


Beagle.———Lox! lard! what a difference there 
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is between a country and town education! Why, 
a London laſs would have jumped out of a window 
into a gallant's arms, and without thinking of her 
father, unleſs it were to have drawn a few bills on 
him, bees an hundred miles off in nine or ten hours, 
or perhaps out of the kingdom in twenty-four. 
Har. I fear J have already been too precipitate. 
IJ tremble for the conſequences. - 

L. Free. I ſwear, child, you are a downright 
prude. Your way of talking gives me the ſpleen; 
ſo full of affection, and duty, and virtue, tis juſt 
like a funeral ſermon. And yet, pretty ſoul! it 
can love.— Well, 1 wonder at your taſte; a ſneak- 
ing ſimple gentleman! without a title! and when 
to my knowledge you might have a man of quality 
to-morrow. | | 

Har. Perhaps ſo. Your ladyſhip muſt excuſe me, 
but many a man of quality n make me miſera- 
ble. 

L. Free. Indeed, my dear, theſe nnn no- 
tions will never do now a-days; and at the ſame 
time too, thoſe little wicked eyes of yours ſpeak a 
very different language. Indeed you have fine eyes, 
ehild! And they have made fine work with Lord 
Trinket. 

Har. Lord Trinket ! . [ Contemptuouſly. 

L. Free. Yes, Lord Trinket: you know it as 
well as I do, and yet, you ill-natured thing, you 
will not vouchſafe him a fingle ſmile. But you 
muſt, give the poor foul lictle encouragement, 
pr'ythee do. 

Har. Indeed I cann't, * for of all man- 
kind Lord Trinket is my averſion. 8 
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L. Free. Why ſo? child! He is counted a well- 
bred, ſenſible young fellow, and the women all 
think him handſome. | 

Har. Yes, he is juſt polite 3 to be able to 
be very unmannerly with. a great deal of good breed- 
ing; is juſt handſome enough to make him moſt 
exceſſively vain of his perſon; and has juſt reflec- 
tion enough to finiſh him for a coxcomb ; qualifi- 
cations, which are all very common among thoſe 
whom your ladyſhip calls men of quality. 

L. Free. A ſatiriſt too! Indeed, my dear, this 
affectation fits very aukwardly upon you. There 
will be a ſuperiority in the behaviour 4 perſons of 
faſhion. ö 

Har. A ſuperiority, indeed! for his lordſhip al- 
ways behaves with ſo much inſolent familiarity, that 
1 ſhould almoſt imagine he was ſoliciting me for 
other favours, rather than to paſs my whole life with 
him. 

J. Free. Innocent freedoms, child, which every 
fine woman expects to be taken with her, as an 
acknowledgment of her beauty. 

Har. They are freedoms, which, I think, no in- 
nocent woman can allow. J 

L. Free. Romantic to the laſt degree Why 
you are an the country ftill, Harriot ! 


Enter Servant. 
Serv. My Lord Trinket, Ry [Ext Servant. 


L. Free. I ſwear now I have a good mind to tell | 


nenen 
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Enter Lord TxinxzT in boots, Cc. as from the 
 Riding-Houſe. 


Your lordhip's moſt obedient humble ſervant. 

I. Trin. Your ladyſhip does me too much ho- 
nour. Here I am en bottine as you ſee, —juſt come 
from the menge. Miſs Ruſſet, T am your flave. 
I declare it makes me quite happy to find you to- 
_ gether. Pon honour, madam, [To Harriot.] I 
begin to conceive great hopes of you: and as for 
you, Lady Freelove, I cannot ſufficiently commend 
your affiduity with your fair pupil. She was be- 
fore poſſeſſed of every grace that nature could be- 
Row on her, and nobody is ſo well qualified as your 
ladyſhip to give her the Bon Ton. 

Har. Compliment and contempt all in a breath! 
My lord, Lam obliged to you. But waving my 
acknowledgments, give me leave to aſk your lord- 
ſhip, whether nature and the Bon Ton (as you call 
- t) are ſo different, that we muſt give up one in or- 
der to obtain the other.. 

L. Trin. Totally oppoſite, 8 The chief 
aim of the Ban Ton is ta render perſons of family 
different from the vulgar, for whom indeed nature 
ſerves very well. For chis reaſon it has, at various 
times, been ungenteel to ſee, to hear, 40 walk, to 
be in good. health, and to have twenty other horri- 
ble perfections of nature. Nature indeed may do 
very well ſometimes. It made you, for inſtance, 
and it then made fomething very lovely; and if you 
would ſuffer us af quality to give you the Ton, you 
would be abſolutely divine: but vow—me— ma- 
dam me— nature never made ſuch a thing as me. 


/ 


power to er e 
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r. Why, indeed, I think your dig has 
very wars obligations to her. 


L. Trink. Then you really chinkebi's al ny own? 
I declare now that is « mighty genteel compli. 
ment. Nay, 4f you-begin to flatter already, you 
improve apace. Pon henour, Lady. Freelove, I 
believe we ſhall make ſomething of her at laſt. 

L. Free. No doubt on't. It is in youp lordſkip's 
nen 


once. 
eee dot ue HY D042 

Har. Your lordſhip muſt excuſe me. Fr of a 
very taſteleſs diſpofition. I ſhall never ante be 
carried out of nature. 

L. Free. You are out of vanes wy; Mariet! 
I am ſure no woman but yourſelf ever objected to 
being carried among perſons of quality. Would 
you believe it? my lord! here has ſhe been a whole 
week in town, and would never ſuffer me to intro- 
duce her to a Tout, an aſſembly, a concert, or even 
to court, or to the opera; nay, would hardly ſo 
much as mix with a living ſoul that has viſited me. 

L. Trink. No wonder, madam, you do not adopt 
the manners of perſons of faſhion, when you will 
not even honour them with your company. Were 
you to make one in our little coteries, we ſhould 
foon make you fick of the boors and bumkins of the 
horrid country. By the bye, I met a monſter at 
the riding-houſe this morning, who gave me ſome 
intelligence, that will ſurpriſe you, concerning * 
yuus family. 

— . 


and Jockey in Smithfield. 
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„IL. Free. Who was this monſter, as your lord- 
up calls him? A curioſity, I dare ſay. + 

I. Trinh. This monſter, madam, was Formerly 
my head groom, and had-theicareiof all my running 
- horſes, but growing moſt abominably ſurly and 
extravagant, as you know all theſe fellows do, I 
turned him off; and ever ſince my brother Slouch 
Trinket has had the ca re of my ſtud, rides _— 
| pringipnhmatches himſelf, and—— - 

Har. Dear my lord, don't talk of your groom 
and your brother, but tell me the news. Do you 
know any thing of my father? „0 

IL. Tria. Vour father, madam, i is now in town. 
This fellow, you muſt know, is now groom to Sir 
Harry Beagle, your ſweet rural ſwain, and inform- 
ed me, that his maſter and your father were running 
all over the town in queſt of you; and that he 
himſelf had orders to enquire after you; for which 
reaſon, I ſuppoſe, he came to the riding-houſe ſta- 
bles, to look after a horſe, thinking it, 10 be fure, 
a very likely place to meet you. Tour father, per- 
haps, is gone to ſeek you at the Tower, or Weſt- 
minſter : Abbey, which is all the idea he has of Lon- 
don; and your faithful lover is probably cheapening 
a hunter, and drinking N beer at he: Horſe 

I. Free. The whole ſet admirably diſpoſed of ! 

Har. Did not A eee inform bim where [ 
2 1 

I. Trink, Not EF: Pon honour, n that I 
left to their own ingenuity to diſcover. | 

L. Free. And pray, my lord, where in this town 
have this polite company beſtowed themſelves ? 
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I. Trial. They lodge, madam, of " places in 
the world, at the Bull and Gate Inn, in Holborn. 

L. Free. Ha, ha, ha ! The Bull and Gate! In- 
comparable! What, have they n. any hay or 
cattle to town ? 

I. Trial. Very well, ** * had very nl 
indeed There they are, like ſo many graziers; 
and there, it ſeems, they have een this la- 
dy is certainly in London. 

Har. Do, dear madam, ſend a can direQly to to 
my father, informing him where I am, and that 
your lady ſnip would be glad to ſee him here. For 
my part, I dare not venture into his preſence till 
you have, in ſome meaſure, pacified him; but, for 
Heaven's ſake, defire him not to bring + Ferns 


ed fellow along with him. 


L. Trink. Wretched fellow ! Oho! Cane, Mi i- 
ler Trinket! ; | [Afide. 
I. Free, I'll ſend immediately. Who s there? 


Enter Ser vat. N 
| Serv. [Apart to L. Freelove.] Sir Harry Beagle 


1s below, madam. 

L. Free. | Apart to Serv.) I am not at home. 
Have they let him in? 3 a 

Serv. Yes, madam. 

I. Free. How abominably MK this is! Well, 
chen ſhew him into my dreſſing- room. I will come 
to him there. | [ Exit Serv. 

L. Trink. Lady Freelove! No enga gement, * 
hope. We won't part with you, pon honour. 

| . | 
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L. Free. The worſt engagement in the world. A 
pair of muſty old prudes! unn Formal and Miſe 
Prate. 

Z. Trink. O the beldams ! As nauſeous us ipeca- 
cuanha, *pon honour. 

L. Free. Lud! lod! what ſhall T do with them? 
Why do theſe fooliſh women come troubling me 
now? I muſt wait on them in the drefling-room, 
and you muſt excuſe the card, Harriot, till they 
are gone. TI diſpatch them as ſoon as I can, but 


Heaven knows when I ſhall get rid of them, fot 


they are both everlaſting goſſips; though the words 
come from her ladyſhip one by one, like drops from 
u ftill, while the other tirefome woman overwhelms 
us with à flood of impertinence. Harriot, you'll 
entertain his lordſhip till I return. [Exit. 

I. Tul. Gone — Egad, my affairs here begin 
to grow very critical,—the father in town Hover 
in town !—Surrounded by enemies !-—What ſhall I 
do? [To Harriot.] I have nothing for it but a coup 
de main. Pon honour, I am not ſorry for the com- 
ing in of theſe old tabbies, and am mach obliged to 
Her ladyſhip for leaving us fuch an agreeable tEte- 


a-tete. 
Au. Your lordfhip will find me extremely bad 


company. 
L. Trin. Not in the leaſt, my tear ! We'll en- 
tertain ourſelves one way or other, III warrant 


you.—'Egad, I think it a mighty good opportunity 


to eftabliſh a better acquaintance with you. 


Hur. I don't underſtand you. 

Z. Trim. No ?-—Why chen I'll ſpeak plainer.— 
[ Paufing and looking ber full i in the face.] You are an 
amazing fine creature, pon honour, 


Har. If this be your lordſhip's polite converſati- 

on, I ſhall leave you to amuſe yourſelf in ſoliloquy. 

. [Gamng. 

IL. Trink. No, no, no, madam, that muſt not be. 

[Svgping her.} This place, my paſſion, the oppor- 
tunity, all eonſpire 

Har. How, fir! you don't intend to do er 
violence. 

L. Trink. Pon W it will de de- 
ing great violence to myſelf if L do not. You muſt 
excuſe me. [[Stragphng evith 10 

Har. Help! help! murder! help! ? 
I. Trink. Your pelpingwill Sgnifp nothing; no- 
body will come. | f Struggling. 
Har. For Heaven's fake t—Sir ! My lord! 

[ Noife within, 

E. Trial. Pox on't, what noiſe Then I muft 

be quick. | F. lug 
Har. Help! murder! help ! 9 | 


Enter Cranyns haſtily. 

Char. What do J hear? My n 
ling for help? Ha! [Seeing tem. ] Is it poſlible ? 
Turn ruffian !—P'll find you Fa rt 2 

: Drawing. 

I. Tul. You are a moſt i impertinent ſcoundrel, 

and I'll whip you through the lungs, *pon honour. 


[They fight, Harriot runs out frreaming help, Oc. 


Enter Lady Fazzrovt, Sir Hazy 2 50 * 
Servants. ' 

L. Free. How's this? Swords 4 in _ | 

houſe !—Part them They are parted.] This is the 

moſt impudent thing. 
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T. Trink: Well, raſcal, I ſhall find a time, I 
know you, ſir! _ 

Char. The ſooner the better, . hen your lord. 
ſhip too. 

Sir H. I'fairh, 1 0 [To L. Free. we had 
like to have been in at the death. | 
I. Free. What is all this? Pray, fir, what is the 
meaning of your coming hither to raiſe this diſturb- 
2 Do ob _ me n brothel? __ 

n [Lo Charles. 

"ak Not L, indeed, ie Lap bu I ien his 
lordſhip does. 2 = 
. Trial. Tmpudent foundel1, 

I. Free. Your converſation, fir, is as inſolent as 
your behaviour. Who axe you? What 0 
55 here? | 

bar. I 1. PER madam, always ready to draw 
my ſword in defence of innocence in diſtreſs, and 
more eſpecialhy i in the cauſe of that lady I delivered 
from his lord{hip's fury : in reh of whom I trou- 
bled your ladyſhip's houſe.” . 

L. Free, Her lover, I ſuppoſe, or what? 
Char. At your ladyſhip' s ſervice; «ef not 
quite ſo violent, 0 my paſſion. as his loxdſhip there. 

I. Frial. Impertinent raſcal ! 

IL. Frie. Tou ſhall be made to repent N 
isſolenee. 0 of.» n 
ls Trial. Your ladyſhip may leave that to me. 

Char. Ha! ha | 
Sir H. But pray what is become of the lady all 
this while? Why, Lady Freelove, you told me ſhe 
was not here, and, i faith, I was juſt drawing off 

another way, if I had not heard the view-halloo. 
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IL. Free. You: ſball ſee ler, b ur dig . 
Who's there? 


_ i 1 
+ ft > 2 w 4-4 


Where is Miſs Ruſſer ? - t 51 I „ 
Serv. Gone out, madam. m 
L. Free. Gone out ne ud I. 2 
Serv. I don't know, madam Fes 36 ran down 

the back fairs crying for help, croſſed the ſervants 

hall in tears and took a chair at the deor, * 
L. Free. Blockheads ! To let hey go out in A 

chair alone ave and er- after her imme- 

diat ex.. [EExit Servant. 

Sir H. Gone | What a pox bed J juſt run her 
down, and is the little pufs ftole away at laſt? 

L. Free. Sir, if you will walk in [To Sir Har-] 
with his lordſhip and me, perhaps you may hear 
ſome tidings of ber; though it is moſt pröbable ſhe 
may be gone to her father. I don't know any 
other friend ſhe has in town. | 

Char. I am hearty 'gladifbe=is: gone. She i is 
ſafer any where than in this houſe. | 5 

I. Free, Mighty well, fix lord Sir Har- 
ry attend | | PS 

L. Trink. You ſhall hens * me, fir! - 

2 hn + 8g Charles 


9 4% 
Nr 


e Sir 25. and Lokd Trick. 

C. Free. Before I follow the company, give me 

leave to lell you, fir, that your behaviour here has 

been ſo extraordinary. , © | 

Char. My. treatment here, madam, has indevd 
been very extraordinary. 


4s TEE JEALOUS WIFE. Ae U. 


L. Free. Indeed Well —no matter—permit me 
to acquaint you, fir, that there lies your way our, 
and that the greateſt favour you can do me, is to 
leave the houſe immediately. 

Char. That your ladyſhip may depend on. Since 
you have put miſs Ruſſet to flight, you may be fure 
of not being troubled with my company. T'll after 
her immediately—I can't reſt till I know what is 
become of her... 

I. Free, If ſhe has any mail for her reputation, 
ſhe'll never putherſelf into ſuch hands as yours. 

_; Char. O, madam, there can be no doubt of her 
rg for that, by her leaving your ladyſhip. 

I. Free. Leave my houſG. 

Char. DireQly.——A charming houſe! and 2 
charming lady of the houſe too! Nr m ha! 

2 Free. A fellow) 

2 * ANN þ Ed ow 


1 


* 


— — —— 


HY . 22. J. 


Lach Nee Houfe. Bus- Lady Farzrovs, 
and Lord Tx RET. 


Ian Trinke 


Doumes, Deucement, my * Lady Freelove ! 

Excuſe me! I meant no harm, pon honour. 

I. Free. Indeed, indeed, my Lord Trinket, this 
is abſolutely intolerable. What, to offer rudeneſs 

to a young lady in my howe! What will the world 

ſay of it? 


, ' 
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L. Trink. Juſt what the world pleaſes. —It does 
not fignify a doit what they ſay.— However, I aſk 
pardon ; but, *egad, I thought it was the beſt way. 
L. Free, For ſhame, for ſhame, my lord! I am 
hurt at your want of diſcretion. Leave the 
whole conduct of this affair to me, or I'll have 
done with it at once. How firangely you have 
ated | There I went out of the way on purpoſe to 
ſerve you, by keeping off that looby Siv Harry 
Beagle, and preventing him or her father from ſee- 
ing the girl, till we had ſome chance of managing 
her ourſelves.— And then you choſe to make a dif- 
turbance, and ſpoiled all. 

L. Trintk. Devil take Sir Harry and 8 | 
ſcoundrel too That they ſhould come driving hi- 
ther juſt at fo critical an inftant !—And that the 

wild little thing ſhould take wing, 'and fly way the 
lord knows whither ! 

L. Free. Ay,——And there again you was indif- 
creet paſt redemption. ' To let her know, that her 
father was in town, and where he was to be found 
too! For there I am confident ſhe muſt be gone, as 
ſhe is not acquainted with one creature in London. 

L. Trink. Why a father is in theſe caſes the pir- 
aller I muft confeſs. Pon honour, Lady Freelove, 
Lean ſearce believe this obſtinate girl a relation of 
yours. Such narrow notions! I'll ſwear, there is 
leſs trouble in getting ten women of the premiere 
volce, than in conquering the ſeruples of a ſilly girl 
in that ſtile of life. . 

L. Free. Come, come, my lord, a truce with your 
reflections on my niece! Let us conſider what is 


beſt to. be done. 


C4 
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I. Trink. Een juſt what your ladyſhip thinks 


Moſer For my part, I am entirely derangee. 

I. Free. Will you to be W by me 
hon © 
I. Trial. Ill be all obedience——your lady 
flave, pon honour. 
I. Free. Why chen, as this is rather an ingly af- 
fair in regard to me, as well as your lordſhip, and 
may make ſame noiſe, I think it abſolutely neceſ- 
ſary, merely to ſave, appearances, that you ſhould 
wait on her father, palliate matters as well as you 
can, and make a formal repetition of your propoſal 
of marriage. 


L. Trink. Your ladyſbip is perfeAtly i in the right. 


ou are quite au fait of the affair. It ſhall be 


done immediately, and then your reputation will be 
ſafe, and my conduct juſtified to all the world. 
But ſhould the old ruſtic continue as ſtubborn as 
bis daughter, your ladyſhip, I hope, has no objec- 
tions to my being a little ruſee, for I muſt have 
her, *pon honour. 
L. Free. Not in the leaſt. E 
L. Trial. Or if a good opportunity ſhould offer; 
and the girl ſhould be ftill untraftable—— 
7 Free. Do what you will, I waſh my hands of 
She's out of my care now, you know. But 
yo muſt beware your rivals. One, you know, is 
in the houſe with her, and: the other will * no 
opportunities of getting to her. | 
L. Trink. As to the fighting Aa; I ſhall 
cut-out work for him in his own way. I'Il ſend him 
a petit billet to-morrow morning, and then there can 
be no great difficulty in outwitting ber — fa- 
ther, and the baronet. 


THE, JEALOUS: Wirk. 


Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Captain O Cutter to wait on your lady ſhip. 
I. Free. O the hideous fellow ! The Iriſh ſai- 
lorman, for whom. I prevailed on your lordſhip to 
get the poſt of regulating captain. I ſuppoſe he is 
come to load me with his odious thanks. I won't 
be troubled. wich him now. 

L. Trial. Let him in, by all means. He i is. che 
beſt creature to laugh at in nature. He is a perfect 
ſea- monſter, and always looks. and talks as if he 


was upon deck. Beſides, a thought ſtrikes me.— 


He may be. of. uſe. | 
I. Free. Well——ſend the creature up then. 
| [ Exit Servant. 
But what fine thought i is this? 
L. Trink. A coup de maitre, pon honour ! L in- 
tend——but buſh ! Here the porpus comes. 


Emer Captain O'Corrrx. 


L. Free. Captain, yotr humble ſervant! I am 
very glad ta ſee you, 

©'Cut. I am. much obliged + ta you, my lady! 
Upon my conſcience, the wind favours: me at all 


points. I hadno ſooner got under way to tank your 


ladyſhip,. but I have born down upon my noble 
friend. his lordſhip too. L * your e $ 
well? 

L. Trink. Very well, 1 thank. you, captain'!— 
But you ſeem to be hurt in the ſervice: what is the 
meaning of that patch over your right eye? N 

O Cut. Some advanced wages from my new poſt, 
my lord! This preſſing is hot work, tho! it entitles 
us to ſmart- money. 
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L. Free. And pray in what perilous adventure 
did you get that ſcar, captain ? 

Cat. Quite out of my element, indeed my la- 
dy! I got in an engagement by land. A day or 
two ago I ſpied three ſtout fellows, belonging to a 
merchant- man. They made down Wapping. I im- 
mediately gave my lads the fignal to chace, and we 
bore down right upon them. They tacked, and 
lay to. We gave them a thundering broadfide, 
which they reſaved like men; and one of them made 
uſe of ſmall arms, which carried off the weather- 
moſt corner of Ned Gage's hat; ſo I immediately 
Rood in with him, and raked him, but reſaved a 
wouhd on my ſtarboard eye, from the ſtock of the 
piſtol. However, ye took them all, and they now 
lie under-the hatches, with fifty more, a-board a 
tender off the Tower. 

L. Trins. Well done, noble captain But 
| however you will ſoon have better employment, for 
I think the next ſep to your preſent poſt, is com- 
monly a ſhip. 
 OCut. The ſooner the better, my Jord! Honeſt 

Terence O' Cutter ſhall never flinch, I warrant you; 
and has had as muck ne. as any man in the 
havy. 
L. Trint. You may depend on my good "IR 
eaptain !—But in the mean time it is in your power 
to do me a favour. | | 

O' Cut. A favour! my lord! your lordſhip does 
me honour. I would go round the world, from one 
end to the other, by day or by night, to ſerve your 


lordſhip, or wy good lady here, 
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L. Trial. Dear madam, the luckieſt thought in 
nature | [Apart is L. Free. The favour I have to 
aſk of you, captain, need not carry you ſo far out 
of your way, The whole affair is, that there are a 
couple of impudent fellows at an inn in Holborn, 
who have affronted me, and you would oblige me in- 
finitely by preffing them into his Majeſty's ſervice. 

L. Free. Now I underſtand you. Admira- 
ble! [Apart to L. Trink. 

O' Cut. With 1 my heart, my lord, and tank you 
too, fait. But, by the bye, I hope they are not 
houſe-keepers, or freemen of the city. There's the 
devil to pay in meddling with them. They boder 
one ſo about liberty and property, and ſtuff. In 
was but t'other day that Jack Trowſer was carried 
before my Lord Mayor, N loſt above a twelve - 
month's pay, for nothing at- all—at-· all. 

L. Trial. I'll take care you ſhall be brought into 
no trouble. Theſe fellows were formerly my grooms. 
If you call on me in the morning, I'll * | 
to the place. 

O'Cut. I'll be with your lordſhip, and bring with 
me four or five as pretty boys as you'll wiſh to clap 
your two lucking eyes upon of a ſummer's day. 

L. Trink. I am much obliged to you. But, cap- 
tain, I have another little favour to beg of you. 

0'Cut. Upon my ſhoul, and I'll do it. 

I. Trink, What, before you know it? 

O'Cut. Fore and aft, my lord! 

L. Trink. . 
of honour ; 

O'Cut. Cut his troat. | 

L. Trink. Will you carry him a letter from me? 
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O Cut. Indeed and I will: and I'll take you in 
tow too, and you. ſhall engage him yard-arm and 
yard-arm. 

L. Trink.. Why. than, captain, you "Ie «come a lit- 
tle earlier to-morrow morning than you propoſed, 
that you. may attend him with my billet, before you 
| proceed on the other affair. 
| O Cui. Never fear it, my lord Four ſarvant! 
4 My ladyſhip, your humble ſarvant! 

Te Free. Captain, yours! Pray give my ſervice to 
— friend Mrs. O' Cutter. How does ſhe do? 

. O'Cut. I tank your ladyſhip's axing 
dear creature 1s purely tight and well.. 
| L..T rink, How many children have you, captain? 
| O' Cut. Four, and pleaſe your r and ano- 
| ther upon the. ſtocks. hun 

L. Trink. When it is launched, I hope to be at 
the chriſtening. I'll ſtand godfather, captain ! 

O' Cut. Your lordſhip's very good.. 

L. Trink. Well, you'll come to-morrow. 

| O'Cut. O, I'Il not fail, my lord! Little Terence 
O'Cutter never fails, fait, when a troat is to be 


* 8 e — = 


| 
| 
| 


The 


cut. [ Exit. 
I. Free. Ha, ha, ha! But n you don't intend 
to ſhip off both her father and her country 
for che Indies? 

L. Trink.. O no! Only let them contemplete the 
inſide of a ſhip for a day or two. 

L. Free. Well, but after all, my lord, this is a 
very bold undertaking. I don't.think. you'll be able 
to put it in practice. 

I. Trial. Nothing ſo eaſy, pon 5 To 
preſs a gentleman——a man of quality——one of 
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us—— would not be ſo eaſy, I grant you. But 
theſe fellows, you know, have not half ſo decent. 
an appearance as one of my footmen : and from, 
their behaviour, converſation, and dreſs, it is very 


poſſible to miſtake them for grooms and oftlers. 
L. Free. There may be ſomething in that indeed: 


But what uſe do you propoſe to, make of * ſtrata- 


m? * 
"= rink. Every uſe in nature. This artifice, 


muſt at leaſt take them out of the way for ſome time, 


and in the mean while meaſures = be n 
to carry off che girl. 


Enter à Servant. 


Serv. Mrs. Oakly, madam, is at the door, in her 
chariot, and deſires to have the honour of ſpeaking: 
to your ladyſhip, on particular buſineſs. 

I. Trial. Mrs. Oakly ! what can chat jealous-- 
pated woman want with you? 

L. Free: No matter what.—I hate her nicely. 
—Let her in. | [Exit Servant. 
L. Trink. What wind blows her hither? | 
L. Free. A wind that muft blow us ſome good. 

L. Trink. How !——1 was amazed you. choſe to 
ſee her. 

L. Free. How can you be ſo ſlow of apprehen- 
fion ?——She comes you may be ſure on ſome oc- 
caſion relating to this girl: in order to aſſiſt young 
Oakly perhaps, to ſooth me, and gain intelligence, 
and ſo forward the match; but I'll forbid the banns, 
I warrant you. Whatever ſhe wants, I'll draw 
ſome ſweet miſchief out of it. But away ! away ! 


I think I hear her—ſlip down the back ſtairs 
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vr, ſtay, now I think on't, go out this way 
meet her —and be ſure to make hera very reſpectful 


bow, as you go out. 
2 Trink. Huſh ! here ſhe is. 


Sat Mrs. "COR 


[L. Tri nket Bows, and exit.] 

Mrs. Oak. I beg pardon for giving your ladythip 
this trouble. 

L. Free. T am always glad of the honour of ſee- 
ing Mrs. Oakly. 

Mrs. Oak. There is a letter, madam, juſt come 
from the country, which has occaſioned ſome alarm 
n our family. It comes from Mr. Ruſſet 

TL. Free. Mr. Ruffet ! 

Mrs. Oat. Ves from Mr. Ruſſet, madam! and 
is chiefly concerning his daughter. As ſhe has the 
honour of being related to your ladyſhip, I took the 
liberty of waiting on you. | 

L. Free. She is indeed, as you ſay, madam, a re- 

lation of mine! but after what has happened, I 
4 know how to acknowledge her. 

Mrs. Oal. Has ſhe been ſo much to blame then? 

L. Free. $0 mach, madam?——Only judge for 
yourſelf. Though ſhe had been ſo indiſcreet, not 
to ſay indecent in her conduct, as to elope from 
her father, I was in hopes to have huſh'd up that 
matter, for the honour of our family. But ſhe 
has run away from me too, madam !—went off in 
the moſt abrupt manner, not an hour ago. 

Mrs. Oak. You ſurpriſe me. Indeed her father, 


by his letter, ſeems apprehenſive of the york con- 


ful 
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ſequences.— But does your ladyſbip imagine any 
harm has * | 

L. Free. I can't tel—I hope not—But indeed 
ſhe is a firange girl. You know, madam, young 
women cann't be tgo cautious in their conduct. She 
is, I am ſorry to declare it, a vely dangerous perſon 
to take into a family. 

Mrs. Oak. Indeed! | [Alarmed. 

L. Free. If I was to ſay all T know 

Mrs. Oak. Why ſure your ladyſhip knows of no- 
thing that has been carried on clandeftinely between 
her and Mr. Oakly. In diſorder. 

L. Free. Mr. Oakly! 

Mrs. Oak. Mr. Oakly—no, not Mr. Oakly—that 
is, not my huſband don't mean him not him 


but his nephew—young Mr. Oakly. 
L. Free. Jealous of her huſband! So, fo! Now 
I know my game. [Afde. 


Mrs. Oak. But pray, madam, give me leave to 
aſk, was there any thing very particular in her con- 
duct, while ſhe was in your ladyſhip's houſe ? 

L. Free. Why, really, confidering ſhe was here 
ſcarce a week, her behaviour was rather myſterious; 
—letters and meſſages, to and fro, between her and 
Idon't know who -I ſuppoſe you know that Mr. 
Oakly's nephew has been here, madam. 

Meri. Oak. I was not ſure of it. Has he been to 
wait on your ladyſhip already on this occaſion ? 

L. Free. To wait on me !—— The expreſſion is 
much too polite for the nature of his viſit. —My lord 
Trinket, the nobleman whom you met as you'came 
in, had, you muſt know, madam, ſome thoughts of 
my niece, and as it would have been an advamage- 
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ous match, I was glad. of it; but I believe, after 
what he has been witneſs to e he will 
drop all thoughts of in 

. Mrs. Oak. 1 am ſorry that gu relation of les 
ſhould ſo far farget himfelf—— | 

I. Free. It's no matter his behaviour indeed, 
as well as the young lady's, was pretty extraordi- 
nary——and yet after all, 1 don't: believe he 1s the 
object of her affections. 

Mrs. Oal. Hal. Lunacb N 

L. Free. She bas certainly an attachment ſome- 
where, a Rrong one; but his lordſhip, who was 
preſent all the time, was convinced, as well as my- 
ſelf, chat Mr. Oakly's- nephew was rather a conve- 
nient friend, a kind of go- between than the lover. 
—— Bleſs me, madam, you change colour! you 
ſeem uneaſy! what's the matter? | 
Met. Oak. Nothing, madam, nothing,— 
à little ſhock d that my huſband ſhould behave ſo. 

L. Free, Your huſband, madam |! | 

Mrs. Oak. His nephew, 1 mean His unpar- 
donable rudeneſs but I am not well am 
ſorry 1 have given your ladyſhip ſo much trouble 
— III take my leave. 

L. Free. I, declare, madam, you frighten me. 
Your being ſo viſibly affected, makes me quite un- 
eaſy. I hope J have not ſaid. any thing —1 really 
don't believe your huſband is in fault. Men, to be 
ſure, allow themſelves ſtran ge liberties. But Ithink, 

nay Jam ſure, it cannot be. ſo. It is impoſſible. 
Don't let what 1 have ſaid have any effect on you. 
* Mrs. Oal. No, it has not——1 have no idea of 
ſuch a thing. ——Your ladyſhip's moſt. obedient 
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[ Going, ahlarns,] ——But ſure, madam, you have 
not heard or don't know any thing. 

I. Free, Come, come, Mrs. Oakly, I ſee how it 
is, and it would not be kind to ſay all I know. I 
dare not tell you what I have heard. Only be on 
your guard—there can be no harm in that. Do 
you be againſt giving the girl any countenance, and 
ſee what effect it has. 

Mrs. Oak. I will——Iam wid Sbliged——But 
does it ym to your lady ſhip W that Mir. 
Oakly | 
IL. Free. No, not at t all—nothing in't, I Yeu ſay 
— would not create uneaſineſs in à family but I 
am a woman myſelf, have been married, and cann't 
belp feeling for you. But don't e uneaſy, there's 
nothing in't, I dare-lay., _ 

Mrs. Oak. I think, fo.——Your lady ſhip's * 
ble ſertant. 7 

L. Free. Your 5 ——— don't t 
be alarmed, I muſt init on your not ing your- 


ſelf une. 
Mrs. Oak. Not at al 1 in che leaſt 
uneaſy, —Your moſt obedient. Lait. 


I. Free. Ha, ha, ha! There ſhe goes, brimful of 
anger and jealouſy, to vent it all on her huſband, 
un. on the poor man! T7 


Enter Lord Tzainx RT. 


Bleſs me! my lord, I thought you was gone. 

L. Trin. Only into the next room. My curio- 
fy would not let me ſtir a ſtep further. I heard it 
all, and was never more diverted in my life, pon 
honour. Ha, ha, ha! 
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L. Free. How the filly ereature took it! Ha, ha, ha! 

L. Trink. Ha, ha, ha !—My dear Lady . 
you have « Ceal of 1 ingenuity, a. deal of /prit, pon 
honour. 

Z. Free. A little ſhell thrown 1500 db l 
works, that's all. 

Both, Ha, ha, ha, ha! 

L. Free. But I muſt. leave you. I have twenty 
viſits to.pay.. You'll let me know how?! you ** 
in your ſecret expedition. 

L. Triul. That you may "AER 

I. Rree. Remember then that to-morrow morn-- 
ing I expect to ſee you At preſent your lordſhip. 
will excuſe me.———Who's there ?-[ Calling to the ſer- 
vantr.] Send Epingle into my dreſſing- room. [ Exit. 

L. Trial. 80 1—If O Cutter and his myrmidons. 
are alert, E think Eann't fail of ſucceſs, and then 
prenez garde, Mademoiſelle Harriot — This is one 
of the drolleft cireumſtances in nature. Here is. 
my lady Ereelove, a woman of ſenſe, a woman that 
knows the world too, aſſiſting me in this.defign. I 
never knew her ladyſhip.fo much out. How, in 
the name of wonder, can ſhe imagine that a man of 
quality, or any man elſe 'egad, would:marry a fine 
girl, after——not I, pon honour. No—n0— 
when J have had the entamure, let who will take the 
reſt of the loaf, | [Exit. 
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SCENE I. 


Changes to Mr. OaxLy's Houſe. Enter e 


Har. Not at home Are you * that Mrs, 
Oakly is not at home, fir? | 

Serv. She is juſt gone out, madam. 

Har. T have ſomethingof conſequence. — 1 * you 
will give me leave, fir, I will wait till ſhe returns. 

Ser. You would not ſee her, if you did, madam. 
She has given poſitive orders not to be interrupted 
with any company to-day. | 

Har. Sure, fir, if you was to let her know that 
Serv. I thould not dare to trouble her, indeed, 
madam. 

Her. How unfortunate this is! What can I do? 
— Pray, fir, can I ſee Mr. Oakly chen ? 

Serv. Yes, ma am; I'll acquaint . if 
vou pleaſe. 

Her. Pray do, fir. 

Serv. ** favour me with your name, ma- 
dam? : 

Har. Be pleaſed, fir, to let him know h 
deſires to ſpeak with him. 

Serv. I ſhall, madam. [ Exit 7 
Har. I with I could have ſeen Mrs. Oakly. What 
an unhappy ſituation am I reduced to! What will 
the world ſay of me?—And yet what could I do? 
To remain at Lady Freelove's was impoſlible. 


Charles, I muſt own, has this very day revived much 
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of my tenderneſs for him; and yet I dread the wild. 
neſs of his diſpoſition. I muſt now, however, ſo- 
licit Mr. Oakly's protection, a circumſtance (all 
things conſidered) rather di ſagreeable to a delicate 
mind, and which nothing, but the abſolute neceſſity 
of it, could excuſe. Good Heavens! What a mul. 


titude of difficulties and diſtreſſes am I thrown into, 


by my father's obſtinate perſeverance to force me 
into a — which my ſoul abhors! 


Enter Oaxur. 


- Oak, [At entering.) Where is this lady "MP7 
ing her.] Bleſs me, Miſs Ruffet, is it you? Was 
ever any thing ſo unlucky ? [ Afide.} Is it poſſible, 
madam, that I ſee you here? 

Har. It is too true, fir; and the oceaſion on which 
1 am now to trouble you is ſo much in need * an 


apology, that 


Oak. Pray make none, madam. If my with 
ſhould return before I get her out of the houſe 
again! [ Afide. 

Har. I dare ſay, br, you are not quite a ſtranger 
to the attachment your nephew has profeſſed to me. 
Cal. I am not, madam. I hope Charles has not 
been puilty of any baſeneſs towards you. If he 


has, I'll never ſee his face again. 


Har. I have no cauſe to accuſe him. But—— 
Oak. But what, madam? Pray be quick 
The very perſon in the world I would not have ſeen! 
(dice 
Har. You how uneaſy, fir ! 


Oak. No, nothing at Se pe go on, . 
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Har. Tam at preſent, fir, through a concurrence 
of ſtrange accidents, in a very unfortunate ſituation, 
and do not know what — become of me e without 
your aſſiſtance. | * 0 

Oak. T'll do every ching'i in my power to ſerve 
you, T know of yourleaving your father, by a letter 
we have had from him. let me know the reſt 
of your ſtory. | 

Har. My Rory, fir, 1 very Ben When I left 
my father's I came immediately to London, and 
took refuge with a relation, where, inſtead of meet- 
ing with the protection I expected, I was alarmed 
with the moſt infamous deſigns upon my honour. 
It is not an hour ago, fince your nephew reſcued 

me from the attempts of a villain. I tremble to 
ink that I left him actually engaged in a duel. 

Oak. He is very ſafe. He has juſt ſent home the 
chariot from the St. Albans? tavern, where he dines 
to-day. But what are your commands for me, ma- 
dam ? 

Hur. I am heartily glad to hear of his ſafery. — 
The favour, fir, I would now requeſt of you is, 
that you would ſuffer me to remain for a few days 
in your houſe. 

Oak. Madam! 

Har. And that in the mean time you will uſe 
your utmoſt- endeavours to reconcile me to my fa- 
ther, without his forcing me into a marriage with 
Sir Harry Beagle. 

Oak. This is the moſt binden fituation ! 
Why did not Charles take care to beſtow you pro- 


perly ? 


64 THE JEALOUS WIFE. Aer UL, 
.  #ar. It is moſt probable, fir, that I ſhould not 

Have conſented to ſuch a meaſure myſelf. The world 
is but too apt to cenſure, even without a cauſe: and 
if you are ſo kind as to admit me into your houſe, 
I muſt.defire not to conſider Mr. Oakly in any other 
light than as your nephew: as in my preſent cir. 
eumftances I have particular objections to it. 

| Oak. What an unlucky circumſtance !——Upon 


my ſoul, madam, I would do any thing to ſerve 


you——but being in my houſe, creates a — 
110 —— 

Har. I hope, an. ven do not e truth of 
what I have told you. | 

Oak. I religiouſly believe every tittle wY it, ma · 

dam, but I have n family — 
tha. 
Har. Sure, fir, you cannot ſuſpect me to be baſe 
enough to form any connections in your family con- 
trary to your inclinations, while I am living in your 
houſe. 

Gab. Such connections, madam, would do me 
and all my family great hononr. I never dreamt 
of any ſcruples on that account. What can I do? 
Let me ſee—let me ſee —ſuppoſe [ Payfing. 


Enter Mrs. Oaxuy behind, is a ele tippet, Oc. 
Mrs. Oak. I am ſure I heard the voice of a wo- 
man converſing with my huſband Ha! [Ser- 
ing Harriot. ] It 3 18 ſo, indeed ! Let me contain my. 
ſel— I Il liſten. 
Har. I ſee, fir, you are not inclin'd to ſerve me 


—good heaven! what am I reſerv'd to: Why, 
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why did L. leave my father's houſe to expoſe myſelf 


to greater di ſtreſſes ? {Ready to wecp. 


Oak. I would do any thing for your ſake: indeed 
I would. So pray be comforted, and {'ll think of 
ſome proper place to beſtaw you in. 

Mrs. Oak. 80! to! | 
Har. What place can be To proper as _ own 
houſe? | 

Oak. My dear madam, I——I———— 

Mrs. Oak. My dear madam—— mighty well! 

Oak. HuſhI— hark! hat noĩſe no 
nothing. But I'll be plain with you, madam, we 
may be interrupted. The family confidetation I 
Hinted at, is nothing elſe than my wife. She is a 
little unhappy in her temper, madam !—and if you 
was to be admitted into the houſe, I * 
what would be the confequence. | 

Mrs. Oak. Very fine 
Har. My behaviour, fir! 

Ol. My dear life, it would be impoſſible for 
you to behave in ſuch a manner, as not to give her 
ſuſpiczon. 

Har. Bue if your nephews, fir, wok every thing 
upon himfel——— 
| Oak. Stall-that would not do, madam !\—— Why 
this very morning, when the letter came from yout 
father, though L poſitively denied any knowledge of 
it, and Charles owned it, yet it was almoſt impoſſi- 
ble to pacify her. 

Mrs. Oak. The letter How C 1 deen bub- 
bled! 

Har What ſhallIdo? What will become of me? 
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Oak. Why, look'e, my dear madam, fince my 
wife is ſo ſtrong an objection, it is abſolutely im- 
poſſible for me to take you anto my houſe. Nay if 
I had not known ſhe was gone out, juſt before you 
came, I ſhould be uneaſy at your being here even 
now. So we muſt manage as well as we can. I'll 
take a private lodging for you a little way off, un- 
known to Charles or my wife, or any body; and if 
Mrs. Oakly ſhould diſcover it at laſt, why the whole 
matter will light upon Charles you know. 

Mrs. Oak. Upon Charles ! 

Har. How unhappy is my Situation : 1 [ Weeping.) 
I am ruined for ever. 

Oak. Ruin'd ! Not at all. Such a * as this 
has happened to many a young lady before you, and 
all has been well again Keep up your ſpirits! 
I'Il contrive, if I poſſibly can, to viſit you every day. 

Mrs. Oak. \ Advancing.) Will you ſo? O, Mr. 
Oakly! have I diſcovered you atlaſt? L'Il viſit you, 
indeed. And you, my dear madam, I'll 

Har. Madam, I don't underſtand 

Mrs. Oak. T underſtand the whole affair, and 
have underſtood it for ſome time paſt —"Y ou ſhall 
have a private lodging, miſs It is the fitteſt 
place for you, I W dare you look me 
in the face? 

Oak. For heaven's ſake, my lovs, don't be ſo Vi- 
olent.—You are quite wrong in this affair—you 
don't know who you are a talking to. "Thar lady 
zs a perſon of-faſhion. 

Mrs. Oak. Fine faſhion, indeed ! to ſeduce other 
women's huſbands ! 

_ tr, Dear madam ; how can you imagine 


- 
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Oak. I tell you, my dear, this is the young lady 

trat Charles he 
Mrs. Ook. Mighty well !, but that won't do, fir! 

Did not I hear you lay the whole intrigue toge- 


ther? Did not I hear your fine plot of throwing all 


the blame upon Charles? : 

Oak. Nay, be cool a moment. You muſt know, 
my-dear, that the letter which came this morning 
related to this lady 

Mrs. Oak. I know it. 

Oak. And fince that, it ſeems, charles has been 
ſo fortunate as to 

Mrs. Oak. O, you deceitful man That trick 
is too ſtale to paſsagain with me. It is plain now 
what you meant by your propoſing to take her into 
the houſe this morning. But the gentlewoman 
could-introduce herſelf, I ſee. | 

Oak. Fie! fie! my dear, ſhe came on purpoſe to 
enquire for you. 

Mrs. Oak. For me — better and better 
Did not ſhe watch her opportunity, and come to 
you juſt as I went out? But I am obliged to you 
for your viſit, madam. It is ſufficiently paid. 
Pray don't let me detain you. | 

Oak. For ſhame ! for ſhame, Mrs. Oakly! How 
can you be ſo abſurd? Is this proper behaviour to a 
lady of her character? | 

Mrs. Oal. 1 have heard her charaQer. Go, ay 
fine run-away madam! Now you've eloped from 
your family, and run away from-your aunt! Go! 
—— You ſhan't ſtay. here, I promiſe you. 

Oak. Pr'ythee, be quiet. You don't know what 
you are doing. She ſhall ftay. 

D 2 
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Mrs. Oak. She ſhan't ſtay a minute. 

Oak. She ſhall ſtay a minute, an hour, a day, a 
week, a month, a year !-—'Sdeath, madam, ſhe 
ſhall ſtay for ever if I chooſe it. 

Mrs. Cal. How! 

Har. For heaven's ſake, fe, let me go. T am 
frighted to death. 

Oak. Don't be afraid, madam !—She ſhall ſtay, 
I infift upon it. 

Ruſ. \ within. ] I tell you, fir, I will go up. I am 

ſiure the lady is here, and nothing ſhall hinder me. 
Har. O my father! my father! [ Faints away. 
Dal. See! the faints. [Catching her. ]-—Ring 

the bell! Who's there? 

Mrs. Oak. What! take her into your arms too.! 
I have no patience. 


Enter RusszT and Servants. 


Ru. Where is this——ha! fainting! [ Running | 
to her.] O my dear Harriot! my child! my child! 
Oak. Your coming ſo abruptly ſhocked her ſpi- 
Tits. But ſhe revives. How de you, 'madam ? 
Har. [To Ruſſet.] O, fir! 
| Ruſ. O my dear girl! How could you's run away 
from your father, that loves you with ſuch fondneſs! 
hut I was ſure I ſhould find you here———— 
Mrs. Oak. There—there !—ſure he ſhould find 
her here! Did not I tell you fo ?!———Are not you 
a wicked man, to carry on ſuch baſe underhand do- 
ings, with a gentleman's daughter? 
Ruſ. Let me tell you, ſir, whatever you may 
think of che matter, I ſhall not eafily put up with 
this behaviour. How durſt you encourage my 


houſe? 
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daughter to an elopement,. and receive her 1 in your 


- houſe. 


Mrs. Gal. There, mind that!——The thing is 
as plain as the light. 

Oak.. I tell you, you miſunderftand——— 

Ruf. Look you, Mr. Oakly, I ſhall expect ſatis- 
faction from your family for ſo groſs an affront.— 
Zouns, fir, Lam not to be uſed ill by any man in 


England, | 2 a 


Har. My dear fir, I can aſſure you——— 

Ruſ. Hold your tongue, girl! You'll put me in 
a paſſion. — 

Oath. Sir, this is all idea. 
Ruſ. A. miſtake! Did not I find her in your” 


Oak. Upon my ſoul, ſhe has not been in my houſe 
2bov e 
Mrs. Oal. Did not I hear 8 would take 


| her a lodging? a private lodging! 


Gak. Yes, but tha 

Ru/. Has not this affair been carried on a 4 
time in ſpite of my teeth? 

Oat. Sir, I never troubled myſelf. 

Mrs. Oak. Never. troubled yourſelf Did not: 
you infiſt on her. ſtaying in the houſe,, whether I 
would or no? 

Oak. No. 

Ru. Did not you ſend to meet her, when e 
came to town? | 

Gal. No. 

Mrs. Oak; Did not you ea me about the let - 
ter this Wanke g? | 

Cal. No-—no—nge—l tell you, no. 


66 Tur JEALOUS WIFE. Abr III. 


Mrs. Cal. Ves—yes—yes I tell you, yes. 
Ruſ. Shan't I believe my own eyes? 
Mrs. Oak, Shan't I believe my own ears? 
Ok. I tell you, you are both deceived. 
Ruf. Zouns, fir, I'll have ſatisfaftion. 
. Mrs. Oak. I'll ſtop theſe fine doings, I warrant 
YOu. 
Cal. 'Sdeath, you will not let me ſpeak——and 
you are both alike I think, I wiſh you were 
married to one another with all my heart. 
| Hrs. Oak. Mighty well! mighty well! 
Ruf. I ſhall ſoon find a time to talk with you. 
Oak. Find a time to talk! my talked enough 
now for all your lives, | 
Mrs. Oak. Very fine ! Come along, fir! Leava 
that lady with her father. Now ſhe is in the i" 
pereſt hands; 
at. I with I could leave you in his hands. Going, 
returns.) I ſhall follow you, madam! One word 
with you, fir !|-——The height of your paſſion, and 
Mrs. Oakly's ſtrange miſapprehenſion of this whole 
affair, makes it impoſſible to explain matters to you 
at preſent. I will do it when you. pleaſe, and how 
you pleaſe. 
_ Ruf. Ves, yes; I have ſatisfaction 80, ma- 
dam! I have found you at laſt.——You haye made 
a fine confuſion here. 
Ilar. I have, indeed, been ok innocent cauſe. of 
a great deal of confuſion. 
Ruf. Innocent What bufineſs had you to, bs. 
running hither after 
Har. My dear fir, you miſunderſtand the whole: 


affair. I have not been in this houſe half an hour. 


nt 
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Neuſ. Zouns, girl, don't put me in a'paſſion!— 
You know I love you but a lie puts me in a paſ- 
fion. But come along— we'll leave this houſe di- 


rectiy [Charles finging OY * what⸗ 


now? 


Aﬀer a noiſe without, enter Cuan LES, drunk. 


Char. But my wine 


netther nurſes nor babies can bring, 


And a 1 bottle's a mighty good thing. 


What's here? a woman? Hatriot! impoſſible! My 


[Singing. 


deareſt, ſweeteſt Harriot{ I have been looking all, 


over the town for you, and at laſt 


when I was 


tired——and weary—and diſappointed—why they - 
the loneft Major and] ſat down together to drink 


your health in pint 


bumpers. [Running up to her. 


Ruſ. Stand off ! ——How' dare: you take any li- 


berty with-my daughter before me 2. aun. fir, Io" 


be the death of you. 


Char. Ha! Squire Ruſſet N. 


You jolly old. 


cock, how do-youdo ?—But Harriot! my dear girl! 
[Taking hold of her. ] My life,. my ſoul, Ny — 

Ruf. Let her go, fir come away Harriot 
Leave him this inſtant, or I'Il tear you aſunder. 
[ Pulling ber. 


Har. There needs no violence to tear me from a 


man who could diſguiſe himſelf in ſuch a groſs man- 


4 


ner, at a time when he knew I was in the utmoR- 


diſtreſs. [ Diſengages herſelf, and exit with Ruſſet. 
Char. Only hear me, . fir 


dear Harriot 


Mr. Rufſet——gone! 


madam my 
ſhe's- 


gone !—and 'egad in very. il] humour, and in very. 


bad company! 


Vil go after her—but hold!—I 


* 
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ſhall only make it worſe——as I did now L recol⸗ 
let—once before. How the devil came they here? 
— Who would have thought of finding her in my 


awn houſe? My head turns round with conjec - 
tures.—1 believe I am drunk—very drunk — o 


egad. I'll e'en go and fleep myſelf ſober, and then 
enquire the meaning of all this. For, 


4 love Sue, _ Sus loves me, &. 
[Exit finging, 


", 
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blur, Houſe Enter Mrs. OaxLy and Major 


| Oarty. 
| % Major. 
WW fiſter 


Mrs. Oak. I will Enow the truth of this matter. 
Why cann't you tell me the whole tory ? 


Maj. I'II tell you nothing —There's nothing to 
tei you know the truth. already. _—-Befides, 


vat have 1 to do with it? Suppoſe there was a diſ- 
turbance yeſterday, what's chat to me? was J here? 
it's no buſineſs of mine. 


Mrs. Oat, Then why db you ſtudy to make it 


| ſo? Am not I well affured'that this mifchief com- 


menced at your houſe in the country? And now you 


are carrying it on in town. 


Maj. This is always the caſe in family ſquabbles, 
My brother has put. you out of humaur, and: you. 


22 to vent your ſpleen _ me. 
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Mrs. Oak. Becauſe I know that you are the occa- 
fion of his ill uſage. Mr. Oakly never behaved in 
ſuch a manner before. 

Maj. 1?. Am I the occafion of it? 

Mrs. Oak. Yes, you. I am ſure on't. 

Maj. I am glad on't with all my heart. 

Mrs. Oak. Indeed! 

Maj. Ay, indeed: and you are the more obliged 
to me, Come, come, ſiſter, it's time you ſhould re- 
fle& a little. My brother is become a public jeſt; 
and by- and-by, if this fooliſh affair gets wind, the 
whole family will be the ſubject of town- talk. 

Mrs. Oak. And well it may, when you take ſo 
much pains to expoſe us. The little diſquiets and 
uneafineſs of other families are kept ſecret; but here 
quarrels are fomented, and afterwards induftriouſly 
made public——And you, fir, you have done all. 
this you are my greateſt enemy. 

Maj. .Your trueſt friend, fiſter. 

Mrs. Oak. But it's no wonder. You have no feel- 
ings of humanity, no ſenſe of domeſtic happineſs, . 
no idea of tenderneſs or attachment to any woman. 

Maj. No idea of plague qrdiſquiet—no, no—and' 
yet Lean love a woman for all that——heartily——- 
as:you ſay, .tepderly— —But' then J always chooſe. 
a woman ſhould ſhew a little love for me too. 

Mrs. Cal. Cruel infinuation But I defy your 
malice——Mr. Oakly can have no doubt of my af. 
fection for him. 05 

Maj. Nor I neither; and yet your a ffection, ſuch 5 
as it is, has all the ell properties of averſion. You ' 
abſolutely kill him with kindneſs. W hy, what a. 
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life he leads! He ſerves for nothing but a mere 
whetſtone of your ill- humour. 

Mrs. Oak. Pray now, fir! 

M j. The violence of your temper makes his 
houſe uncomfortatle to him, poiſons-his meals, and 
breaks his reſt. 

Mes. Oak. 1 beg, Major Oakly, bat 

Maj. This is to have a wife that dotes upon one! 
———the leaſt trifles kindle your ſuſpicion; you take 
fire in an inſtant, and. ſet the whole family in a 
blaze. | 

M Oak. This is beyond all patience.— No, .fir, 
'tis you are the incendiary ou are the cauſe of 
I cann' bear ſuch. [ready to weep. from this in- 
ſtant, fir, I forbid. you my houſe. However Mr. 
Oakly may treat me himſelf, I'll never be made the 
ſport of all his inſolent relations. Exit. 
Maj. Yes, yes, I knew I ſhould be turn d out of 
doors. I here ſhe goes back again to my bro- 
ther directly. Poor gentleman !——'Slife,. if he 
was but half the man that I. am, I'd engage to keep 
her going to and fro all day, like a ſhuttlecock.. 


Enter n 


What, Charles! 

Char. O major! have you heard of what happen- 
ed after I left you yeſterday ? 

Maj. Heard! Yes, yes, I have heard it plain 
enough. But poor Charles! Ha, ha, ha.! What a 
ſcene of confuſion! I would give the world to > hare 
been there. 

Char. And I would give the world to have been 
any where elſe, Curſed foriune! | 
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Maj. To come in ſo opportunely at the tail of an 

adventure Was: not your miſtreſs mighty glad 

to ſee you? Lou was very fond of her, I dare ſay. 

Char. Jam upon the rack. Who can tell what 
rudeneſs I might offer her! Lcan remember nothing. 
l deſerve to loſe her to make myſelf a beaſt! 
———and at ſuch a time too !-—O fool, fool, fool! 

Maj. Pr'ythee, be quiet, Charles !—Never vex. 
yourſelf about nothing; this will all be made up the 
firſt time you ſee her: | 

Char. I ſhould dread to ſee 1 and yet the 
not knowing where ſhe is, diſtracts me her fa- 
ther may force her to marry Sir Harry NU im- 
mediately. 

Maj. Not he, I. promiſe you. She'd run plump 
into your arms firſt, in ſpite of her father's teeth. 

Char. But then her father's violence, and che 
mildneſs of her diſpoſiuion | | 

Maj, Mildneſs! Ridiculous !——Truſt to the 
ſpirit of. the ſex in her. I warrant you, like all the- 
reſt, ſhe'll have perverſeneſs.enough not to do as Sor 
father would have her. 

Char. Well, well—But then my behaviour to Tug 
To expoſe myſelf in ſuch a condition to her ous! | 
The very occafion of our former quarrel ; 

Maj. Quarrel! ha, ha, ha! What ſignifies a quar- 
rel with a miſtreſs? Why, the whole affair of mak - 
ing love, as they call it, is nothing but quarrelling- 
and making it up again. They quarrel o Purpoſe- 
to kiſs and be friends. 

Char. Then indeed things ſeemed to be taking Fa 


fortunate turn To renew our difference at ſuch. 


a ume! Juſt when I had ſome reaſon to hope 


— 
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for a reconciliation !——May wine be my poiſon if 
ever I am drunk again! | 
Maj. Ay, ay, ſo every man ſays the next morning. 
| Ghar, Where, where can ſhe be? Her father 
would hardly carry her back to lady Freelove's, and 
he has no houſe in town himſelf, nor Sir Harry— 
I don't know what to think I'll go in ſearch of 
her, though I don't know where to direct — 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. A gentleman, fir, that calls himſelf Cap- 
tain O'Cutter, defires to ſpeak with you. 
| _ Char. Don't trouble ITY ſee nobody 
I'm not at home 
Serv. The gentleman an he has very particular 
buſineſs, and he muſt-ſee you. 
Char. What's his name ? Who did you.ſay ? 
Serv. Captain O' Cutter, fir. 
* Char. Captain O Cutter! I never heard of him 
before. Do you know any thivg of him, major? 
Maj. Not I——but you hear he has particular 
buſineſs. I'll leave the room. | 
' Char. He can have no buſineſs that needs be a 
| ſecret to you. Deſire the Captain to walk up. — 
—[ Exit Servant.]——What would I give if this 
unknown Captain was to prove a 1 from 
my Harriot! 


Enter Captain rank, \ 
O'Cut. Jontlemen, your ſarvant. Is either of 
your names Charles Oakly, elq.? 
| Char. Charles Oakly, fir, is my name, if you 
have any bufineſs with it. 


ar 
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 O'Cut. Avaſt, avaſt, my dear!—TI have a little 


| buſineſs with your name, but as I was to let nobo- 


dy know it, I cann't. mention it till you clear the 
decks, fait. — [ Pointing to the major. 
Char. This gentleman, fir, 1s my moſt intimate 


friend, and any thing that concerneme may be men- 


tioned before him. 

OC. ©; if he's your friend, my dear; we may 
do all a It's only about your deciding 
a deferance with my Lord Trinket. He wants to 
ſhew you a little warm work; and as I was ſteering 
this way, he defired me to fetch- you this letter. 
[Giving @ letter.] 

Maj. How, fir, a challenge! 

Cut. Yes, fait, a challenge. I am to be his. 
lordſhip s ſecond; and if you. are fond of a hot 
birth, and will come along with that jontleman, 

we'll all go to it together, and make a little line of N 
battle a-head of our own, my dear. 

. Char. ¶ Reading.) Ha! what's this? This may 
be uſeful. [Afde.. 

Maj. Sir, I am. infinitely obliged to you, —— A 
rare fellow this. [Afide.] Yes, yes, I'll meet all the 
good company. I'll be there in my waiftcoat and 
pumps, and take a morning's breathing with you. 
Are you very fond of fighting, fir? 

O'Cut. Indeed and I am; I love it better than 
ſalt. beef or biſcuit. 

Maj. But pray, fir, how are you intereſted in 
this difference? Do you know what it is about? 

&'Cut. O, the devil burn me, not I. What fig. 
nifies what it's about, you know? ſo we do but tilt 


a2 little. 
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Maj. What, fight and not know for-what ? 

O Cut. When the ſignal's out for r engaging, what 
fignifies talking? 

Maj. 1 fancy, fir. a duel 1s a common breakfaſt 
whh you. Lil warrant now, you * been en- 
gag'd in many ſuch affairs. 

O' Cut. Upon my ſhoul, and T'have : ſea or laid, 
its all one to little Terence Q*Cutter.—— When J 
was laſt in Dublin, I fought one jontleman for 
cheating me out of a thouſand pounds: I fought 
two of the Mermaid's crew about Sally Macguire; 


three about politicks; and oue about che play. houſe | 


in Smock-Ailey. But upon my fait, ſince I am in- 
England, T have done nothing at-all, at-all. 

Char. This is lucky—but my tranſport will diſ- 
cover me. ¶ Aſide.]. Will you be ſo kind, fir, [Toi 
O' Cutter. ] as to make my compliments:to his lord- 
thip, and aſſure him that I. * do myſelf che ho- 


nour of waiting on him. 


O'Cut. Indeed and 1 . my dear, 


won't you come too? , - © [To Major Oakly. 
Maj. Depend upon't.. We'll go through che 
whole exerciſe: carte, tierce, and ſegoon, captain. 
Char. Now to get my. intelligence. [Afide.] 1 


think the time, . fir, his * oa e in 18 let 


ter, is—a 

O Cut. You ſay 8 Anh 

Char. And the e think, . 
hind Montague -houſe. 99 

O' Cut. No, my dear WY, by the- Ring in 
Hyde-Park, fait] ſettled it there n for 


fare of i i frien. 
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Char. True, as you ſay, the Ring in Hyde- 
Park—I had forgot — Very well, III not fail you,. 
fir. 


ou. Dead ban . not I. Upon my ſhoul, | 


8 


little Terence O' Cutter will ſee fair play, or he'll” | 


know the reaſon—And ſo, my dear, your ſarvant. 
Maj. Ha, ha, ha! What a fellow !—He loves 
fighting like a game cock. 
Char. O uncle! the luckieſt thing in the world t: 
Maj. What, to have the chance of being run 
through the body! I defire no ſuch good fortune. 


Char. Wiſh me joy, wiſh me joy! I have found. 


her, my dear girl, my Harriot/—She. is at an inn. 
in Holborn,, major! | 
Maj. Ay! how do you know? 
Char. Why, this dear, delightful,. charming,, 
blundering captain, has delivered me a wrong leiter. 
Maj. A wrong letter! 
Char. Yes, a letter from Lord Trinket to Lady, 
Freelove. 


Maj. The devil.! What are the contents? 


Char. The news I told you: juſt now, that ſhe's 


at an inn in. Holborn ;—and beſides, an excuſe 
from my lord, for not waiting on her ladyſhip this 


morning, according to his promiſe, as he ſhall be 


entirely taken up with his deſign upon Harriot. 


Maj. So -o —-A plot between the lord and 


the lady. 


| Char. What his plot is I don't know, but I ſhall 


beg leave to be made a party in it: ſo perhaps his 


lordſhip and. I may meet, and decide our deferance, 
as the captain calls it, before to-morrow morning. 


here! read, read, man! [ Giving the letter. 


90 PHE: JEALOUS WIFE. Aer lx. 
Maj. [ Reading. ] Un—un—un——Very fine! 


And what do you propoſe doing? 
Char. To go thither immediately. 


Maj. Then you ſhall take- me with -you: Who 
n. what his lordſhip's deſigns may be? I begin 


to ſuſpect foul play. 


* Char. No, no; pray mind your own buſineſs. 
If I find there is any need ef your aſſiſtance, It 


ſend for you. 


Maj. You'll manage this affair like a boy now 
— Go on raſhly with noiſe and buſtle, and fury, 


and get yourfelf into anocher ſerape. 


Char. No—no—Let me alone; I'll go.incog.—. 
Leave my chariot: at ſome diſtance Proceed pru- 


dently, and take care of myſelf, I warrant you. I 
did not imagine that I ſhould ever rejoice at receiy- 
inga challenge, but. this is the moſt fortunate acci- 
dent that cauld poſſibly have happened. B'ye, b'ye, 


uncle! [ Exit haſtily. 
Maj. I don't half approve of this—and yet Lcan 


hardly ſuſpeR his lordſhip of any very deep deſigns 


neither—Charles may eaſily outwit him. Hark ye, 
William! [At ſeeing a ſervant at ſome diflance.. 


. Maj. Where's my brother? 

Serv. In his ſtudy alone, fir, 
Maj. And how is he, William? 
Serv. Pretty well, I believe, ſir. 


Maj. Ay, ay, but is he in good humour, or 
2 4 never 6 affairs, not I, fir.. 


s a {Exit „ 
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Maj. Well ſaid, William No bad hint for me, 
perhaps! What a ſtrange world we live in !—No. 
two people in it love one another better than my 
brother and ſiſter, and yet the bittereſt enemies 
could not torment each other more heartily. Ab, if 
he had but half my ſpirit And yet he don't want 
it neicher But I know his temper He pieces out 
the matter with maxims, and ſcraps of philoſophy, 
and odds and ends of ſentences—T muſt live in 
peace Patience is the beſt remedy Any thing. 
for a quiet life ! and ſo on——— However, yeſter- 
day, to give him his due, he behaved like a man. 
Keep it up, brother! keep it up! or it's all over 
with you. Since miſchief is on foot, I'll even ſet 
it forwards on all fides. I'Il in to him directly, 
read him one of my morning lectures, and perſuade. 
him, if I poſſibly can, to go out with me immedi- 
ately; or work him up to ſome open act of rebelli-. 
on againſt the fovercign authority of his lady-wife.. 
Zounds, brother! rant, and roar, and rave, and 
turn the houſe out of the window. If I was a huf- 
band !—"Sdeath, what a pity it is, that nobody 

knows how-tq manage a wife but à bachelor: 
[Ex 


„ 2 — . 


SCENE. ZL. 


| Changes to the Bull and Gate Ina. Baur Hanzior. 


Har. What, will became of me? My father is. 
enraged and deaf to all remonſtrances, and here I. 


am to remain by his poſliive orders, to receive this. 
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booby baronet's odious addreſſes. —Among all my 


diſtreſſes, I muſt confeſs that Charles's behaviour 


yeſterday is not the leaſt; So wild! So given up 
to exceſſes ! And yet I am aſhamed to own it 
even myſelf——-I love him: and death itſelf ſhall 


not prevail on me to give my hand to Sir Harry. 


But here he comes What, ſhall I do- wich him? 


Enter Sir HaxRT Bea s. 


Sr H. 5 ſervant,. miſs What? Not ſpeak! 
| —Baſbful, mayhap—Why then I. will. —Look'e, 

miſs, Lam a man-of few words. What ſignifies 
hagling? It looks juſt. like a dealer, What d'ye 
think of me for a huſband —I am a tight young 
fellow ſound wind and limb—free from all natu- 
ral blemiſhes Rum all over, damme. 

Har. Sir, I don't underſtand you. ea Eag- 
ſh,. and, I'Il give you an anſwer: - 

Sir H. Engliſh! Why ſo I do—and good OY 
Engliſh too. What d'ye think of me for: a huſ- 
band?—That's Engliſh, n ?——I know none 
ef your French lingo, none of your parlyvoos, not 
I.—What. d'ye think of me for a, huſband? The: 
Squire ſays you ſhall marry me. 

Har. What.ſhall I ſay to him? I had beſt be ci- 
vil. [Afide.]— 
better wife, and beg- 


Sir H. Better! no, no,—though you're ſo know- 


ing, I'm: not to. be taken in ſo.——You're-a fine 
thing—— Your points are all good. 


Har. Sir Harry ! Sincerity is above all ceremo- | 


ny. Excuſe me, if I declare I never will be your 
wife. And.if you have a real regard for me, and 


I think, fir, you deſerve: a much. 


cl 
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my happineſs, you will give up all pretenſion to 
me. Shall I beſeech you, ſir, to perſuade my fa- 
ther not to urge a marriage, to which I am deter- 
mined never to conſent? 

Sir H. Hey! how! what! be off — its a 
match, miſs—It's done and done on both ſides. 

Har. For Heaven's ſake, fir, withdraw your 
claim to me.— I never can be e on in- 
deed I cann't——— 

Sir H. What, make a match and then draw 
flakes! That's doing of nothing—Play or pay all 
the world over. 

Har. Let me prevail on you, fir — am deter- 
mined not to marry you at all events. 

Sir H. But your father's e you mall, 
miſs.—So the odds are on my ſide.—I am not quite 
ſure of my horſe, but I have the rider hollow. 

Har. Your horſe! Sir—d'ye take me for—but I 
forgive you. I beſeech you come into my propo 
ſal. It will be better for us both in the end. 

Sir H. I cann't be off. 

Har. Let me intreat you. 

Sir H. I tell you, it's unpoſſible. % ; 

Har. Pray, pray do, fir. | 

Sir H. J cann't, dammse:; 

Har. I beſeech you. 

Sir H. [.Whiftles.]. 

Har. How! laughed at ?- 

Sir H. Will * marry me 1. Dear Alm, Athy 
Groker ! Singing. 
Har. Marry you? I had och be married to a. 
fave, a wretch——You! [Walks abouts 
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Sir H. A fine going thing. She has a deal of 

foot—treads well upon . above 

her ground 
Har. Peace, 25 n to me as if I 

were your horſe? 

Sir H. Horſe! Why not ſpeak of my horſe? If 


your fine ladies. had half as many good qualities, 


they wauld be much better bargains. - 

Har. And if their wretches- of huſbands liked 
them half ſa well as they do their horſes, they would 
lead better lives. 

Sir H. Mayhap ſo.— But what Agnifles talking 


to you ?!——The Squire ſhall know, your tricks 


He'll doctor you.— I Il go and talk to him. 
Har. Go any where, ſo that you go from me. 
Sir H. He'll break you in.—If you won't go in 


a ſnaffle. you muſt be put in a curb-——He' U break 


you, damme.. { Exit, 


Har. A, wretch !—--but I Was to blame to ſuffer 
his brutal behaviour to ruffle my temper.—I could 


expect nothing elſe from him, and he. is below my 
anger.— How much trouble has this odious fellow 
cauſed both to me and my poor father I never dif- 
obeyed him before, and my denial naw makes him 


quite unhappy. In any.thing elſe I would be all 


ſubmiſſion ; and even now, while I dread his rage, 
my heart bleeds for his uneaſineſ—1 waſh I could 
reſolve to obey him. 


Enter Russer, 


' Ruſ. Are not you a ſad girl? a perverſe, ſtub- 


barn, obſtinate 
Har. My dear fir 


nn & » 1 


he. 
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Ruſ. Look ye, Harriot, don't ſpeak, — you'll put 
me in a paſſion Will you have him ?—Anſwer 
me that Why don't the girl ſpeak ?—Will you 
have him? 

Har. Deareſt fir, there is . in che world 
— 

Ruſ. Why chere there -Look ye there 
Zounds, you ſhall have him Huſſy, you ſhall 
have him Tou ſhall marry him to- night Did 
not you promiſe to receive him civilly.?——— How 
came you to affront him? 

Har. Sir, I did receive bim very civilly: but 
his behaviour was ſo inſolent and inſupportable— 

Ruſ. Inſolent! Zounds, I'll blow bis brains out. 
—Inſolent to my dear Harriot !—A rogue! a vil- 
lain ! a ſcoundrel! PIk—but it's a liel know it's 
alie—He durſt not behave inſolent Will you have 
him? Anſwer-me that. Will you have him be 
Zounds, you ſhall have him. 

Har. If you have any love for me, ir 

Ruſ. Love for you !-—You know I love you— 
You know your poor fond father dotes on you to 
madneſs, I would not force you, if I did not 
love you Don't I want you to be happy? — But I 
know what you would have. You want young 
Oakly, a rake-helly, drunken— 

Har. Releaſe me from Sir Harry, and if I ever 
marry againſt your conſent, renounce mefor ever. 

Ruſ. I dull renounce you, unleſs you'll have Sir 
Harry. 

Har. Confider, my dear fir, you'll make me mi- 
ſerable. I would die to pleaſe you, but cannot 
proſtitute my hand to a man my heart abhors.— 
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Abſolve me from this hard command, and in every 
thing elſe it will be happineſs to obey you. 

Ruſ. You'll break my heart, Harriot, you'll 
break my heart Make you miſerable !—Dont 
T want to make you happy? Is not he the richeſt 
man in the county ?—That will make you happy, 
Don't all the pale-faced girls in the country c 
long to get him ?——And yet you are ſo perverſe, t 
and wayward, and ſtubborn——Zounds, you ſhall | 
have him. 

Har. For Heaven's ſake, "SI | 

Ruſ. Hold your tongue, Harriot !——T'll hear 
none of your nonſenſe.— Vou ſhall have him, I tell 
you, you ſhall have him He ſhall marry you this 
very night I'll go for a licenſe and a Parson 
' immediately. Zounds! Why do I ſtand arguing \ 

with you? An't J your father? Have not I a right 


— 330 — ww 


— 


his Oh wands Wn @ 


to diſpoſe of you ? You ſhall have him. 
Har. Sir { 
Ruſ. I won't hear a word. You ſhall have him, 4 

[ Ext, 0 

Har. Sir !—Hear me !—but one word !—He 
will not hear me, and is gone to prepare for this 


odious marriage. I will die before I conſent to it. 

You hall have him! O that fathers would enforce t 
their commands by better arguments !' And yet I 

pity him, while he afflicts me.—He upbraided me , 
with Charles, his wildnefs and intemperance—— F 
Alas! but too juſtly—I ſee that he is wedded to his 4 
exceſſes; and I ought to conquer an affection for 1 
bim, which will only ſerve to make me unhappy. 


Enter CHARLES in a Frock, Oc. 
Ha! What do I ſee! f LScreaming. 
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Char. Peace, my love My dear life, make no 
noiſe !—T have been hovering about the houſe this 
hour juſt now ſaw your father and Sir Harry 
go out, and have ſeized this precious opportunity to 
throw myſelf at your feet. 

Har. You have given yourſelf, fir, a great deal 
of needleſs trouble. I did not expect or hope for 
the favour of ſuch a viſit. 

' Char. O my dear Harriot, your words and looks 
eut me to the ſoul. You cann't imagine what I 


ſuffer, and have ſuffered ſince laſt night—And yet 


] have in ſome fond moments flattered myfelf, that 
the ſervice I was ſo fortunate as to do you at Lady 
Freelove's, would plead alittle in my favour. | 
Har. You may remember, fir, that you took a 
very early opportunity of cancelling that obligation. 
Char. I do remember it with ſhame and deſpair. 
But may TI periſh, if my joy at having delivered you 
from a villain was not the cauſe! My tranſport 
more than half intoxicated me, and wine made an 
eaſy conqueſt over me.—I tremble. to think left 
I ſhould have behaved in fuch a manner as you can- 
not pardon. 
Har. Whether I pardon you or no, fir, is a mat- 
ter of mighty little conſequence. | 
Char. O my Harriot! Upbraid me, reproach 
me, do any thing but look and talk with that air 
of coldneſs and indifference. Muſt I loſe you for 
one. offence? when my ſoul dotes on you, when 1. 
love you to diſtraction! | 
Har. Did it appear like love, your conduct yeſ- 
terday ? To loſe yourſelf in riot, when I was ex- 
poled to the greateſt diſtreſſes | | 


Vs THE JEALOUS WIFE. ACT Iy, 
Char. I feel, I feel my ſhame, and own it. 
Har. You confeſs that you don't know in what 

manner you behaved. Ought not I to tremble at 

the very thoughts of a man, devoted to a vice which 
renders him no longer a judge or maſter of his own 
conduct? | 

Char. Abandon me, if ever I am guilty of it 
again. O Harriot ! I am diſtracted with ten thou- 
ſand fears and apprehenſions of tofing you for ever 
he chambermaid, whom I bribed to admit 
me to you, told me that when the two gentlemen 
went out, they talked of a licenſe. What am I to 
think? Is it poſſible that you can reſign yourſelf to 
Sir Harry Beagle? [ Harriot pauſes. Can 
you then conſent to give your hand to another ? 
No, let me once more deliver you———Let us ſeize 
this lucky moment My chariot ſtands at the cor- 
ner of the next ſtreet Let me gently force you, 
while their abſence allows it, and convey you from 
the brutal violence of a conſtrained marriage. 

Har. No !—I will wait the event, be it what it 
may.—QO Charles, I am too much inclined—T hey 
ſha'n't force me to marry Sir Harry——But your 
behaviour—— Not half an hour ago, my father re- 
proached me with the  looſenefs of your character. 

I TWeeping, 

Char. I ſee my folly, and am aſhamed of it. 
You have reclaimed me, Harriot!—On my ſoul, 
you have.—lf all women were as attentive as yours 
ſelf to the morals of their lovers, a libertine would 
be an uncommon character.— But let me perſuade 
you to leave this place, while, you may Major 
Oakly will receive us at his houſe with. pleaſure—L 
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am ſhocked at the thoughts of what your ſtay here 
may reſerve you to. 

Har. No, I am determined to remain. To leave 
my father again, to go off openly with a man, of 
whoſe libertane character he has himſelf ſo lately 
been a witneſs, would juſtify his anger, and im- 
peach my reputation. 

Char. Fool! fool! How unhappy have I made 
myſelf !—Confider, my Harriot, the peculiarity of 

your ſituation; beſides I have reaſon to fear other 
defigns againk you. 

Har. From other defigns I can be no where ſo ſe- 


cure as with my father. 


Char. Time flies——Let me perſuade you 1 
Har. I am reſolved to ſtay here. 
Char. You diſtract me. For Heaven's ſake. 
Har. I will not think of it. 
Char. Conſider, my angel ! 
Har. I do conſider, that your conduct has made i it 
r improper for me to truſt myſelf to 41 
care. 
Char. My conduct! Vexation! *Sdeath !—But 
then, my dear kd the danger you are in, 
the n 


Enter Chambermaid. 


Cbamb. O law, ma' am! — Such a terrible acci- 
dent —As ſure as I am here, there's a preſs · gang 
has ſeized the two gemmin, and is carrying them 
away, thof ſo be one an em ſays as how he's a2 
knight and baronight, and that t'other's a Tm 
anda Wande 


E 
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Har. Seized by a prefs- gang! impoffible. 
Char. O, now the defign comes pr os If 

Þaulk his lordſhip. 

Chamb. Lack-a-daſy, ma'am, what can we do? 
There is maſter, and John Oftler, and Bootcatcher, 
all gone a'ter *cin.——Thete is Tuch an uproar'as 
never was. _ 
Har. If Ichought this Ws your contrivance, fir, 
; 1 would never ſpeak to you again. 

'Char. I would ſooner die than be guilty of it.— 
This is Lord Trinket's doing, I'am ſure. I knew he 
Bad ſome ſcheme in apitation, 'by a letter T inter. 
cepted this morning. 

Har. LScreams.] l 2 

Char. Ha! Here ke comes. Nay then, "It's 
plain enough. Don't be frighted, my love! 'T ll 
protect you.— But now I muſt defire you to follow 
my directions. 8 


. Enter Lord Wine 


L. Trin. Now, madam. Pox on't, he here 
again - Nay, chen, [Druwing.] cove, fir! You're 
4 Unatmed, T ſee. Give up the lady: give her up, 
I fay, or I am through you in atwitkling. 

[ Going to make @ paſs at Charles, 

Char. Keep your diſtance, my lord! I have arms. 
TProduting a pol.] If you come afoot nearer, you 
| *_ a brace of balls thro* your lordfhip's heat. 
T. Trial. 'How? what's this? /piſtols! 

© "Char. At your lordſhi p's ſervice. word ani 
piſtol my lord: Thoſe, ou know, are bur wea- 
pons.——lIf this miſſes, I have che fellow tot in 
my pocket. Don't be frighted, madam. His 
lordſhip has removed your friends and relations, 
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but be will take great care of you. Shall I leave 
you with him? 

Har. Cruel Charles! ! Tex know I muſt mw; 


n og 
Char. A little way S if your Jerd- 
#hip pleaſes. - | [eving his hand. 


IL. Trink. Sir !—'Sdeath; Madam 
Char. A little more round, my lord. ¶ Waving. 
I. Trink. But, fir Mr. Dakly 
Char. I have no leiſure to talk with your lord- 
iſhip now.— A little more that way, if you pleaſe. 
{#Waving.]—You know where I live—If you have 
any commands for Mifs Ruſſet, you will hear of 
her too at my houſe.—Nay, keep back, my lord. 
¶ Preſcating.] Your lordſhip's moſt obedient huni- 
ble !ſervant. [Exit with Harriot. 
L. Trink. [ Looking after them, and pauſing for a 
owe time. —I cut a mighty ridiculous figure here, 
pon honour.— 80 T have been concertingithis deep 
ſcheme, merely to ferve bim. Ob, the devil take 
ſuch intrigues, and all filly country girls, that can 
give up a man of quality and figure, for a fellow 
db knows. e 


r * 


tet. ht th di. tn tet te 


ACT FP. SCENE J. 


Lady FxezLOVE's Houſe. Enter Lord — 
Lady Fanziovs 2 * * 


O' Corrs. 
„ en. Trude. | 
W. ever any ching ſo mme? Pox ot, 


captain, how could you make ſuch * blup- 
der 


6— RE 


E 2 


you would let me alone, I would give him a ſalt ec], 
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O'Cut. I never tought of a blunder. I was to 
daliver two letters, and if I gave them one a piece, 
I tought it was all one, fait. 
I. Free. And fo, my lord, the i ingenious captain 
gave the letter intended for me to'young . 
and here he has brought me a challenge. 
L. Trial. Ridiculous! Never was any thing o 
mal- apropos. Did you read the direction, captain? 
O' Cut. Who, 1 burn me, not I. I 


never rade at all. 


L. Trink. 'Sdeath ! how n When I 
had ſecur'd the ſervants, and got all the people out 


of the way—When every thing was en train. 


L. Free. Nay, never deſpair, my lord! Things 


have happened unluckily, to be ſure; and yet 1 
think I could hit upon a method to ſet every thing 


to right again. 


L. Trial. How? how? my dear Lady Freelove, 


Saw 


IL. Free. Suppoſe then your lordſhip was to go 


and deliver theſe country gentlemen from their con- 
-finement : make them believe it was a plot of young 


Oakly's to carry off my niece; and ſo make a me- 


it of your own ſervices with the father. 


Z. Trink. Admirable! I'll about it neee. 
O' Cut. Has your lordſhip any decaſion for my 


ſervice in this expedition? 


I. Trial. Ono:——Only releaſs me theſe . 
ple, and then keep out of the way, dear captain. 

O' Cut. With all my heart, fait. But you are all 
wrong :—this will not ſignify a braſs farthing. If 


I 
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1 warrant you.—Bur upon my credit, there's no- 
ting to be done without a little tilting. [ Exit, 

IT. Free. Ha, ha! poor captain 

I. Trink, But where ſhall I carry them, when I 
have deliver'd them? 

I. Free. To Mr. Oakly* 's, by all means. Tou 
= be ſure my niece is there. 

I. Trink. To Mr. Oakly's Why, does your 

Jadyſhip conſider ? *Tis going directly in the fire of 
the _—_— e d the dementi full in their 
ein- 
I. Free. So FIN the better. Face your ene- 
mies: ——nay, you ſhall outface them too, Why, 
where's the difference between truths and untrutks, 
if you do but: tick: cloſe to the point? Falſehood 
would ſcarce ever be detected, if we had confidence 
a—_ to ſupport it. 

L. Frink. Nay, I don't want bronze upon occa- 
fion.—But to go amongſt a whole troop of people, 
ſure, to — word I tay, is ſo _—_ 
JOUg— 

I. Free. To: leave Ruſfet alone amongſt them, 
all be ten times more dangerous. You may be 
ſure that Oakly's will be the firſt place he will go 
to after his daughter, where, if you don't accom- 
pany him, he will be open to all their ſuggeſtions, 
They'll be all in one ftory, and nobody there to 
eontradict chem; and then their dull truth would 
triumph, which muſt not be. No, no, pofi- 
tively, my lord, you muſt battle it out. * 

L. Trink. Well, I'll go, pon honour ——and 
if Lcould depend on your ladyſhip as a corps de re- 


etre. 
, *. * * 5 
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I. Free. I'll certainly meet you there. Tuſh ! 
my lord, there's nothing in it. It's hard, indeed, 
if two perſons of condition can't, bear themſelves 
out againſt ſuch trumpery folks as the i Wr 
Verb 
: £. Trink, Odious low people Bur Lloſe time 

Kaas, muſt after the captain and ſo, till we 
meet at Mr. Oakly's, I kiſs your ladyſkiy's band. 
Tou won't fail me. 

I. Free. You may depend on me. 
| ; [Exit JL. Trink. 

I. Free. So, here is fine work ! This artful 
little huſſy has been too much for us all: Well, 
what's to be done? Why, when a woman of faſhi- 
on gets into a ſcrape, nothing but a faſhionable aſ · 
ſuranee can get her out of it again. Elb en go 
boldly to Mr. Oakly's, as I have promiſed, and ii 
it appears practicable, I will forward Lord Tkin- 
ket's match; but if 1 find that matters have taken 
another turn, his lordſhip muſt excuſe me. In that 
caſe I'll fairly drop him, ſeem a perfect ſtranger to 
alt his intentions, and give my viſit an ais of con- 
gratulation to my niece and any other hufband, 
which. fortune, her wiſe father,” or hex ridiculous 


ſelf has provided for her. a [Exit 
4 SCENE UH. 

Chang to Mrs 'OaxLy's Dreſſng- Room. Entes 
— Mrs. OAELIT＋. . 


Mrs. Oak. This is worſe and worſe!—He never 
held me ſo much in contempt before. To go out 
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without ſpeaking. to. me, or taking the leaſt notice. 
I am. obliged to the major for this. —— How 


could he take him out? and how could Mr. * 
go with him? 


Enter Eo L Rr. 


Ars. Cal Well, Toilet. 

Tol. My altas is no; come. back you ma'am... 

Mrs, Cal. Where is he gene? 

Teil. I don't know, I can affure your ladyſhip.. 

Mru. Oal. Why don't you kn: Nou know 
nothing: — But I warrant you know well enough, 
if you would tell — Tou ſhall. never perſuade me 
but you knew of My. Oakly's. going out to-day. | 

Tod. L wiſh I war die, ma am, upon my ho- 

nour, and I proteſt to your ladyſhip, I knew no- 

thing in the world of the matter, no more than the 
child unborn. There is Mr. Farb, my maſter's 
gentleman, knows— 

. Mrs. Ooh, Whas does he know ? 

Tail. That I knew nething at all of the matter. 
Mrs. Oak. Where is Paris? What is he doing? 
Tod. He is in my maſter's room, ma'am, 

. Mrs. Cad. Bid him come hexe. if 
Toil. Yes, ma am. [ Exit. 
Mt. Oak, He is certainly gove after this young 

Airis confidengs, and che major's inſole nee 

provoke me beyond expreſſien. 


Ne- enter Torrzr with Pa xis. 


Where's your maſter ? 


Par. Feſt forti, 
Mrs. Oak, Where is he gone? 
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Par. Ah, madame, je n'en ſcai rien. nen 
ting of it. 
| Mrs. Oak. Nobody knows any thing. Why did 
not you tell me he was going out ? 
Par. I drefs him— Je ne m'en ſoucie pas de plus — 
He go where he will—T have no biſneſs wis it. 
Mrs. Oak. Yes, you ſhould have told me——that 
was your bufineſs——and if you don't mind your 


fir. 
Par. Voila ] quelque choſe d extraordinaire 

Mrs. Oak. Don't ſtand jabbering and ſhrugging 
your ſhoulders, but go, and enquire——go——and 
* me word where he is gone. 

Par. I don't know ou I am do.—— III aſk 
John. — 
Mer. Oak. Bid John come to me. | 
Par. De tout mon caur.— Jan ! ici | Fean—— 
Speak my ladi. [Exit, 

Mrs. Oak. Impudent fellow! His inſolent gravity 
and indifference is inſupportable. ——Toltt! 

Toil. Ma'am. 

Mrs. Oak. Where's John? Why don't he wks? 


Why do you ftand with your hands before you? 


Why don't you fetch him ? 
Toil. Yes, ma 'am,—I'H go this minute. 
O, here, John! my lady wants you. 
3 Enter Joux. 
Mrs. Oak. Where's your maſter ? 


Jobn Gone out, madam. - | 
Mrs. Oak. Why did not you go with him? 


buſineſs better, you ſhan't ſtay here, I can tell you, 


5 


% 
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John. Becauſe he went out in n chariot, 
madam. | | 

Mrs. Oak, Where did they go wo? 

John. To the major's, I ſuppoſe, madam. 

Mrs. Oak. Suppoſe! Don't you know? 

Jobn. I ee ſo, but cann t tell for certain, in- 
deed, madam. 

Mrs. Oak. Believe, and ſuppoſe . don't 
know, and cann't tell! You are all fools.— 
Go about your buſineſs. [J ohn going. .]—Come here. 
Returns. ] Go to the major's—no,—it does not ſig - 
nify—go alon g—[John going. ]—Yes, hark'ee, [Re- 
turns.] go to the e and ſee if your maſter is 
there. 

Jobn. Give your compliments, madam ? | 

Mrs. Oak. My compliments, blockhead ! Get 
along, [John going.] Come hither. [ Returns. ] Cann't 
you go to the major's, and bring me word if Mr. 
Oakly is there, without taking any further notice? 

John. Yes, ma amm 

Mrs. Oak. Well, why don't you go then? And 
make haſte back. And d'ye hear, John? 
[John going, returns. 


John. Madam. 
Mrs. Oak. Nothing at all—go along [John. goes. 5 


How uneaſy Mr. Oakly makes me !— Hark'e, 
John! [John returns.] 
John. Madam!, 
Mrs. Oak. Send the porter here. 
| Zobn. Yes, madam. * [Exit. . 


Toil. So, ſhe's in a node) I ſhall have a 
fine time on't.—[ fide. Will your "us 
chooſe to dreſs? 

E 3 
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Mrs. Oak. Pr ythee, creature, don't teafe me with 
your fiddle-faddle ſtuff— have a thouſand things to 
think of. Where is the porter ? Why has not 
that booby ſent him? What is the meaning 


Ne- enter Joux. 


| Jeb Madam, my maſter is this moment re- 
turned with Major Oakly, and my young maſter, 
ns the lady that was here yeſterday. | 

Mrs. Oak. Very well. [Exit John.] Returned! 
-es, truly, he is returned—and in a very extraor- 
dinary manner. This is ſetting me at open defi- 
ante. But ll go down, and fhew them I have too 
much ſpirit to. endure ſuch uſage.—{ Going. ]—-Or 
ftay—T'll not go amongft toons e cn 50 out. 
Toilet! 

Toil. Ma'am. 

Mrs. Cal. Order the coach, T'll go out. Toilet 
going.} Toilet, ſtay, —I'll &en ga down to them 
DOD. Toilet. 

*  Toil. Ma am. 

Ars. Oak. Order me a boil'd chicken I Il not 
go down to dinney— I'll dine in my own room, 
and ſup there——T'll not ſee his face theſe three 
off | | 2 


1 4 „ * 5 — * 


SCENE III. 


Changes to another Room. _ Duthe Oarpy, Major 
OaxLiy, CuanrLlss, ard Harkiot. 
' Char, err Harrict, do not make n ſo 
uneaſy. 
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Har. Alas! I have too much cauſe for my un- 
eaſineſs. Who, knows what that vile lord has done 
with my father? 

Oak. Be comforted, madam ; we fhall ſoon — 
of Mr. Ruſſet, and all will be well I dare ſay. 

Har. You are too good to me, fir But I can 
aſſure you, I am not a little concerned on your ac- 
count, as well as my own; and if I did not flatter 
myſelf with hopes of explaining every thing to Mrs. 
Oakly's ſatisfaction, I ſhould never forgive myſelf 


for having diſturbed the peace of ſuch a worthy fa- 


mily. 

Maj. Don't mind chat, madam; they'll be very 
good friends again. This is nothing among married 
people.———'$death, here the is!—No,—ic Wy 
Mrs. Toilet. 


Enter Toiltt. 

Oak. Well, Toilet, what now? [Toilet whiſpers. ] 
Not well —Cann't come down to dinner?—Wants 
to ſee me above n brother, what ſhall I 
do? | 
Maj. If you go, you're undone. 

Har, Go, fix; go to Mrs. Oakly Indeed you 


| had better——— 


Maj. Sdeath, brother ! don't budge a foot—This 
is all fractiouſneſs and ill-humour 
Oak. No, III not go.— Tell her I have company 
zad we ſhall be glad to ſee her here. L Toilet. 
Maj. That's right. 
Oak. Suppoſe I go and watch how ſhe n 2 | 
Mai. What d'ye mean? Yau woa nat g to 
her? Are you mad ? 
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Val. By no means go to her—I only want to 
know how ſhe takes it. I'Il lie perdue in my ſtudy, 
and obſerve her motions. 312 

Maj. I don't like this pitiful ambuſcade work 
this buſh· fighting. Why cann't you ſtay here 
Ay, ay ——I know how it will be——She'll come 
bounce in upon you with a torrent of anger and paſ- 
ſion, or, if necefſary, a whole flood of tears, and 
carry all before her at once. 

Oak. You ſhall find that you're miſtaken, major. 
 — Don't imagine that becauſe I wiſh not to be void 
of humanity, that I am deſtitute of reſolution. Now 
I am convinced Pm. in the right, I'll ſupport that 
right with ten times your ſteadineſs. 

Maj. You talk this well, brother. 

Oak. I'Il do it well, brother. 

Maj. If you don't, you're undone. 

- , Oak. Never fear, never fear. [Le. 

Maj. Well, Charles. 

Char. I cann't bear to ſee my Harriot ſo uneaſy, 
I'll go immediately in queſt of Mr. Ruffet. Per- 
haps, I may learn at the inn where his lordſhip's 
ruffians have carried him. 

. Ruſ. [ Without.) Here? Yes, yes, I * ſhe's 
here well enough. Come along, Sir Harry, come 


along. 

Har. He's here — My father! I know his voice. 
Where is Mr. Oakly? O, now, good fir, [To the 
Major.] do but pacify him, and you'll be a friend 
indeed. 


Enter Kale Lord i and Sir Hazy 
BzAGLx. 


L. Tris. There, f- told you it was fo. 


x 
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: Ruf. Ay, ay, it is too plain. O you provoking 
Aut! Elopement after elopement! And at laſt to 
have your father carried off by violence! To endan- + 
ger my life! Zounds! I am ſo angry, I dare not 
truſt myſelf within reach of you. 

' Char. I can aſſure you, fir, n your daughter 
is entirely 

Nuſ. You afſure me? You are the fellow chat has 
perverted her mind That has ſet my anch 
againſt me 

Char. If you will but hear me, 8 k 

 Ruf. I won't hear a word you ſay. PII have my 
1 won't hear a word. 

Maj. Nay, Mr. Ruſſet, hear reaſon. If you will 
but have pattence——— 

Ruſ. I'Il have no patience—I'll have my daugh- 
ter, and ſhe ſhall marry Sir Harry to-night. 

L. Frink. That is dealing rather too much en ca- 
valier with me, Mr. Ruffet, *pon honour. You 
take no notice of my pretenſions, though my rank, 
and family ö 

 Rufſ. What care I Go rank and family. I don't 
want to make my daughter a rantipole woman of 
quality. T'll give her to whom I pleaſe. Take her 
away, Sir Harry ; ſhe ſhall marry you to-night. 

Har. For Heaven's ſake, ho hear me but a mo- 
ment. 

" Ru. Hold your tongue, girl. Take her away, 
Sir Harry, take her away. | : 
* Char. It muſt not be. 
Maj. Only three words, Mr. Rufſet ——— - 

Ruſ. Why don't the booby take her? 
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Sir H. Hold hard, hold hard! ou are all on a 
wrong fcent: Hold hard aon hold mne 

ve, Squize Auſſet- 

"Raf. Well! a d 

Sir H. It was propoſed, you hams to match mg 
with Maſs Harriot Bu he cang'ttake kindly to 
me. When one has made a bad bet, it is beſt ta 
hedye off, you know-—and ſo I have e' en ſwopped 
ker. with Lord Trinket here for his brown horſo 
Nabob, that he bought of Lord Wähiſtle- Jacket for 
fifteen hundred guineas. 

Nuß. Swopped her? Swopped my daughter for a 
horſe ? Zouns, fir, what dne mean? 
Si. Mean? Why I mean to be off, to be fure 
Alt won't do—l tell you it won't do Finſt of 
all ] knocked up myſolf and my bores, when they 
took for London—and now I have been fiewed 
aboard a tender I have waſted three one at 
leaſ. If I could have rid my match, it would not 
have grieved me. And fo, 23 L ſaid before, 1 
have ſwopped her for Na bob. 
Nu. The devil take Nabob, and rauch, and 

I. Trial. Pardan ! je aus denondeparden, Mon- 
Jo Ruſſet, pon honous.  - 

-: Ruſ. Death and the. devil! 1 fall ga diſtracted. 
My daughter plotting againſt me—the 

- Maj. Come, come, Ms, Nuſſet, Kannen man 
after all. Give me but a moment's hearing, and 
Il engage to make peace between you and your 
| daughter; and throw the blame n * 


| fall mot defernsdly.. 


- tet» = 4 ac @ 
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Sir H. Ay, ay, that's right. Put the ſaddle on 
the right horſe, mx buck! 

Ref. Well, Sir What C ye ſay Wr 
FE don't know what to do 
Maj. Pll ſpeak the truth let who will be offended 
by it. I have proof preſumptive and poſitive for 
you, Mr. Ruſſet. From his loxdſhip's behaviour at 
Lady Freelove's, when my nephew reſcued her, we 
may fairly conchude that he would ſtick at no mea- 
fures to carry his point. There proof preſump- 
tive.— But, fir, we can give you proof paſttive too 
proof under his lordſhip's own hand, that he, 
likewiſe, was the contriver of the groſs affront that 
has juft been offered you. 

Rruf. Hey! how? 

L. Trink. Every ſyllable romance, Pen honour, 

Ma. Goſpel every word ont. 

Char. This letter will convince you, fir -In con- 
ſequence of what happened at Lady Freelove's, his 
lordſhip thought fit to ſend me a challenge: but the 
meſſenger blundered, and pave me this letter inſtead 
of it. [Giving the letter. ] I have the cafe l in- 
cloſed it in my pocket. 

L. Trial. Forgery, from beginning to end, pon 
Honour. 

Maj. Truth upon my ena. Be: read, read, 
Mr. Ruſſet, read and be convinced. 

Ruſ. Let me ſee—let me ſee—[ Reading. un 
—um—um—um—ſo, ſo !|—um—um—unm—dam- 
nation !—Wiſh me ſucceſs—obedient flave—Trin- 
ket.——Fire and fury! How dare you do this? 

L. Trink. When you are cool, Mr, Ruffet, I will 
— this matter to 3 
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Nuſ. Cool? Sdeath and hell !—Pll never be cool 
again— I'll be revenged.—So my Harriot, my dear 
girl is innocent at laſt. —Say ſo, my Harriot; tell 
me you are innocent. [ Embracing her, 

Har. I am, indeed, fir; and happy beyond ex- 
—— at your being convinced of it. 

Ruf. I am glad on't—I am glad on't—I belle 
you, Harriot!—You was always a good girl. 
- Maj. So ſhe is, an excellent girl !—Worth a 
regiment of ſuch Lords and Baronets—Come, fir, 
finiſh every thing handſomely at once. Come 
Charles will have a handſome fortune, 

. Ruf. Marry! She durſt not do it. 

Maj. Conſider, fir, they have long been fond of 
each other—old acquaintance—faithful loverz—tur- 
tles—and may be very happy. 

Ruſ. Well, well—fince things are fob love 
my girl. —Hark'ye,. young Oakly, if you don't make 


her a good huſband, you'll break my heart, you 


rogue. * | 
Char. Do not doubt it, fir ! my Harriet has re- 


rt me altogether. 
Ruſ. Has ſhe : Mhy then there Heaven bleſs 


you both there — now there's an end ont. 

Sir H. So, my lord, you and I are both diſtanced 
A hollow thing, damme. 

L. Trink. M'importe. 

Sir H. ¶Aſide.] Now this ſtake is drawn, my. Lord 
may be for hedging off mayhap. Ecod! I'll go to 
Jack Speed's, and ſecure Nabob, and be out of town 

ine bee Lady Freelove Toics! [Exit. 


Enter Lady FRrEELOVE. 
L. Free. My dear Miſs Ruſſet, you'll Excuſe 


ty 
to 
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Char. Mrs. Oakly, at your ladyſhip's ſerviee. 
L. Free. Married? | 
Har. Not yet, madam ; but my father has been 

fo good as to give his conſent. 

I. Free. I proteſt I am prodigiouſly glad of it. 
My dear, I give you joy—and you, Mr. Oakly—I 
wiſh you. joy, Mr. Ruſſet, and all the good company 
for I think the moſt of them are parties concerned. 

Maj. How eaſy, impudent, and familiar! [ Afide. 

L. Free. Lord Trinket heretoo? TI vow I did not 
ſee your lordſhip before. 

* Trink, Your ladyſhip' $ "welt obedient wy 

I [ Boewinge 

i» Free. You ſeem grave, my lord Come, 
come, I know there has been ſome difference be- 
tween you and Mr. Oakly— You —_— . me e 
to be a mediator in this affair. | 

L. Trink. Here has been a ſmall fracas to be ſure, 
madam We are all blown, pon honour, 

I. Free. Blown! What do you mean, my lord? 

I. Trinl. Nay, your ladyſhip knows that I never 
mind theſe things, and I know that they never diſ- 
compoſe your ladyſhip—Bur things have happened 
a little en traver.— The little billet I ſent your la- 
dyſhip has fallen into the hands of that gentleman 
Pointing to Char. and ſfo—there has been a 
little browillerie about it— that's all. 

IL. Free. You talk to me, my lord, in a very ex- 
traordinary ftile—If you have been guilty of any 
miſbehaviour, I am ſorry for it; but your ill con- 


duct can faſten no imputation on me.—Miſs Ruſſes 


will Juſtify me ſufficiently. 


* 


106 TRE JEALOUS. WIE. Ar V. 

Maj. Had not your ladyſhip better appeal to my 
friend Charles here? — The Leiter! Charles! 
Qut with it this inſtant! 

Char. Ves, I have the credentials of her lady- 
ſhip' 's integrity, in my pocket. Mr. Ruſſet, the 
letter you read a little while ago was incloſed in this 
cover, which alſo, I now think it my duty to put 
into your hands. 

Ra. { Reading. To che Right Honourable Lady 
Freelove Sdeath and hell! —and now brecol. 
lect, the letter itſelf was pieced, with ſcraps of French, 
and madam, and your lady ſhiꝑ Fire and fury! ma- 
dam, how came you to ule me ſo? I am obliged to 
you then fon the inſult that hay, been offered me. 
I. Free. What, is, all this? Your-obligations to 
me, Mr. Ruſſet, are of à nature that — 

Ruſ. Fine obligations I dare ſay. I am partly 
ebliged; to you too for the attempt on my daughter, 
by that thing of a lord onder at your houſe. Zouns! 
madam, theſe are injuries never to be forgiven—— 
They are the groſſeſt affronts to me and my family— 
All che world ſhall know them Zouns 11 

L. Free. Mercy on me! how boiſterous axe theſe 
country gentlemen, ! Why, really, Mr. Ruſſet, you 
rave like a man in Bedlam I am afraid you'll beat 
me—and then vou ſwear maſt abominably.— Hou 
can you be ſo vujgar ? ſee the meaning of this 
low. malice But the repytations of women of 
quality are not ſo eaſily impeached— My rank pla- 
ces me above the ſcandal of lutle people, and. ſhall 
meet ſuch. petty inſolence with the greateſt eaſe and 
tranquillity. But you and. your fiapple girl will be 
the ſufferers I had ſame thoughts of intro- 
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ducing her into the firſt company — But now, ma- 
dam, I ſhall neither receive nor return your viſits, 
and will entirely withdraw my protection from the 
ordinary part of the family. | [Exits 

Ra. Zouns, what impudence ! that's worſe than 
all the reſt, —- 

I. Trink. Fine preſence of mind, faith be 
true French nonchalance But, good folks, why 
ſuch a deal of rout and tagage about nothing at all? 
If Mademoiſelle Harriot had rather be Mrs. 
Oakly than Lady Trinket——Why—T wiſh her 
joy, that's all. Mr. Ruſſet, I wiſh you joy of your 
ſon-in-law— Mr. Oakly, I wiſh. you joy of the lady 


Anand you, madam, [To Harriot.] of the gentle- 


mat——And, in. ſhors, 1 9 of one 
another, pon honour ! . [Exih. 
Nu. There's a fine fellow of a lord now! The 
devil's in your London folks of the firſt faſhion, as 
you call them, They will rob you of your eſtate, 
debauch-your daughter, or lie with your wife—and 
all as if they were daing you a ſavour— pon ho- 
nour h— 


201 2 what now? [Bell rings violentiy. 


Enter Oarty. 
| Oak. D'ye hear, major, d'ye hear? 

Maj. Zouns! what a clatter !-—-She'll pull down 
all the bells in the houſe. 

Oak. My obſervations fince J left you have con- 
firmed my refalution. I ſee plainly, that her good- 
humour, and her ill-humour, her ſmiles, her tears, 
and her fits, are all calculated to play upon me. 
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Maj. Did not I always tell you fo? It's the way 
with them all they will be rough and ſmooth, 
and hot and cold, and all in a breath. Any thing 
to get the better of us. 

. Oak. She is in- all moods at preſent, I promiſe you 
Il am at once angry and aſhamed of her; and yet 
the is fo-ridiculous-I cann't-help laughing at her— 
There has ſhe been in her chamber, fuming and 
fretting, and diſpatching a meſſenger to me every 
two minutes—ſervant after ſervant—now ſke inſifis 
on my coming to her—now again ſhe writes a note 


to intreat—then. Toilet is ſent to let me know that 


ſhe is ill, abſolutely dying—then, the very next mi. 
nute, {he'll never ſee my face again—ſhe'll go out 
of the houſe directly. [Bell rings. ]. Again l now the 
ſtorm riſes !— 

Maj. It will ſoon drive this Way: then—tow, bro- 
ther, prove yourſelf a man—You have gone too far 
io retreat. 

Oak. Retreat — Retreat — no 11 Il preſerve 
the advantage I have gained, I am determined. 

Maj. Ay, ay — keep your ground !—fear nothing 
Ap with-your noble heart! Cood diſcipline makes 
good ſoldiers; ſtick cloſe to my advice, and you may 


ſtand buff to a tigreſ 


Oak. Here ſhe is, by heavens !-—-now, brother! 
- Maj. And now, brother !—Now or never | 


Enter Mrs. Oak Tx. 


| Mrs. Oak.. I think, Mr. Oakly, you night * 
had humanity enough to have come to ſee how I 
did. Lou have taken your leave, I ſuppoſe, of all 
tenderneſs and affeftion—but I'll be calm——T'l 
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not throw myſelf into a paſſion - you want to drive 
me out of your houſe -I ſee what you aim at, 
and will be aforehand with you—let me keep my 
temper! Pll ſend for a chair, and leave the houſe 
this inſtant. 

Oak. True, my love! I * you would not think 
of dining in your own chamber alone, when I had 
company below. You ſhall fit at the head of the 
table, as you ought to be ſure, as you ſay, and 
make my friends welcome. 

. Mrs. Oak. Excellent raillery! Look ye, Mr. 
Oakly, I ſee the meaning of all this affected cool- 
neſs and indifference. 

Oak. My dear, confider where you are 


Mrs. Oal. You would be glad, I find, to get me 


out of your houſe, and have all your flirts about 
you. 

Cal. Before all this company! Fie! 

Mrs. Oak. But T'll diſappoint you, for I ſhall 
Temain in it to ſupport my due authority——as for 
you, Major Oakly ! 

Maj. Hey-day | What have I done? | 

Mrs. Oak. I think you might find better employ- 
ment, than to create diviſions between married peo- 
ple——and you, fir—— 

Oak. Nay, but my dear! 

Mrs. Oak. Might have more ſenſe, as well as 
tenderneſs, than to give ear to ſuch idle ſtuff. —— 

Oak. Lord, lord! ; 

| Mrs. Oak. You and your wiſe counſellor there, 


I ſuppoſe, think to carry all your points with me.— 


' Oak. Was ever any ching 
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Mrs. Oak. But it won't do, fir. You ſhall find 
FR eh and that 1 will go. 
vern my own family. | 

Oak. You had better learn to gorern yourſelf by 
half. Your paſſion makes you ridiculous. Did 
ever any body ſee fo much fury and violence; af. 
Fronting your beſt friends, breaking my peace, and 
diſconcerting your own temper. And all for what? 
For nothing. *Sdeath, madam! at theſe years you 
ought to know better. 

Mes. Oak. At theſe years very fine —An! 
to be talk d to in this manner? 

Oat. Talk'd to !-—-Why not? — ou have talk d 
to me long enough —almoſt talk'd me todeath—and 
T have taken it all in hopes of making you quiet— 
but all in vain; for the more one bears, the worſe 
you are. Patience, I find, is all thrown away up- 
on you; and henceforward, come what may, I am 
reſolved to be maſter of my own houſe. 

Mr. Oak. So, ſo—Maſter, indeed — Les, fir, 
and you'll take care to have miſtreſſes enough too, 
J warrant you. | 

Oak. Perhaps I may; but dies ſhall. be quiet ones, 
1 can aſſure you. 

Mrs. Oak. Indeed. And do you Wddünk Jam ſuch 
a tame fool as to fit quietly and bear. all this? You 
mall know, ſir, that I will reſent this behaviour 
You ſhall find that I have a ſpiri. 

Oak. Of the devil. | | 

Mrs. Oak. Tatolerable !—You ſhall find then that 
Iwill exert that ſpirit. - I am ſure I have need of 
it. As ſoon as the houſe is once cleaved again, I'II 
ſhut my doors againſt all company.— Lou ſhan't 
ſee a fingle ſoul for this month. 


\ 
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Oat. Sdeach, madam, but I will!—Pll k 

n houſe for a year. I'll ſend cards to the whole 
town—Mr. Oakly's route !——All the world will 
come—and I'll go among the world tog——T'll be 
mew'd up no longer. 
Hrs, Oak. Provoking inſolence! This is not to 
be endured. —Look*e, Mr. Oakly 

Ol. And look*e, Mrs. Oakly, I will have my 
own way. 

Mrs. Oak. Nay then, let me tell you, fir | 

Oak. And let me tell you, madam, I will not be 

crofſed—TI won't be made a fool. 

Mrs. Oal. Why, you won't let me ſpeak. 

Oak. Becauſe you don't ſpeak as you ought. 
Madam, madam ! you ſhan't look, nor walk, nor 
talk, nor think, but as I pleaſe. 

Mrs. Oak. Was there ever ſuch a monſter ! I can 
bear this no longer. [Burſts into tears.] O you vile 
man! I can fee through your defign—you ctuel, 
barbarous, inhuman——ſuch uſage to your ne 
wife !—you'll be the death of her. 

Oh. She ſhan't be the death of me, I am deter- | 
mined. 

Mi. Oal. That it ſhould ever come to this !— 
To be conttadited—[' Sobbing.]—inſulted—abuſed 
—hated—-'tis too much—my heart will burft with 
—oh—o6h!——[Palls into a fit. Harriot, Charles, 
c. runs to her aſſiſtance. ] 

Oak. UInterpęſing.] Let her alone. 

Har. Sir, Mrs. Oakly— 

Char. For Heaven's ſake, fir, he will | LENS! 

Dat. Let her alone, I fay; I won't have her 
touched—let her alone—if her paſſions throw her 


yenged—you ſhall ſee, fir 


mw THE JEALOUS WIFE. Aer v. 


into fits, let the ſtrength of them carry her through 
them. 1 

Har. Pray, my dear fir, let us affift her. She 
may— 

Oak. I don't care—you ſhan't touch her—let her 
bear them patiently—ſhe'll learn to behave better 
another time.—Let her alone, I ſay. 

Mrs. Oak. [Riſing.] O you monſter !—you vil. 
lain - you baſe man Would you let me die for 
want of help? would you 

Oak. Bleſs me! madam, your fit is very violent 


Stake care of yourſelf. 


Mrs. Oak. Deſpiſed, ridiculed—but I'Il be re- 


Oak. Tol-de-rol loll-de-rol loll-de-rol loll. [Singing, 
Mrs. Oak. What, am I made a jeft of? Expoſ- 
ed to all the world ?—If there's law or juſtice 
Oak. Tol-de-rol loll-de-rol loll-de-roll loll. [Singing, 
Mrs. Oak. I ſhall burſt with anger. —Have a 


care, fir, you may repent this.—Scorned and made 


ridiculous !- No power on earth ſhall hinder my 
revenge ! [ Guang, 
Har. [ Interpofing.] Stay, madam. 
Mrs. Oak. Let me go. I cannot bear this place. 
Har. Let me beſeech you, madam. 
_ Oak. What does the girl mean? I Adar: 


Maj. Courage, brother! you have done wonders. 


[ Apart. 

| Oak. I think ſhe'll have no more fits. { Apart. 
Har. Stay, madam.—Pray ſtay but one moment, 

I have been a painful witneſs of your uneaſineſs, 


and in great part the innocent occaſion of it. Give 


me leave then—— 


r 
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Mrs. Oak. I did not expect indeed to have found 
you here again. But however 1 
Har. I ſee the agitation of your mind, and it TIM 
me miſerable. Suffer me to tell you the real truth. 
I can explain every thing to your ſatisfaction. 
| Mrs. Oak. May be ſo—I cannot argue with you. 
Char, Pray, madam, hear her—for my lake— 
for your own—dear madam! | 
Mrs. Oak. Well——well———proceed. 
Oak. I ſhall relapſe, I cann't bear to ſee her ſo 
uneaſy. | [ Apart. 
Maj. Huſh!———Huſh ! [ Apart. 
Har. T underſtand, madam, that your firſt alarm 
was occa ſioned by a letter from my father to your 
nephew. 


Ruſ. J was in a bloody paſſion to be ſure, ma- 


| dam he letter was not over-civil, I believe—TI 


did not know but the young rogue had ruined my 
girl.—But it's all over now, and ſo 

Mrs. Oak. You was here yeſterday, fir? 

Ruf. Yes, I came after Harriot. I thought I 


| ſhould find my young madam, with my young fir, 


here. - 

Mrs. Oak. With Charles, did you ſay? fir. 
_ Ruſ. Ay, with Charles, madam! The young 
rogue has been fond of her a long time, and ſhe of 
him, it ſeems. / 
. Mrs. Oak. I fear I have been to blame. [ Aide. 
| Ruf. I aſk pardon, madam, for the diſturbance 
I made in your houſe. 

Har. And the abrupt manner in which I came 
into it, demands a thouſand apologies. But the 
occaſion muſt be my excuſe. 
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Ars. Oak. How have I been miſtaken! [4fide. 
But did not I orerdear you and Mr. Oakly — 
| [ To Harriot, 
- Har. Dear all ! you had but a partial hear- 
ing of our converſation. It related entirely to this 
r * org | 
Char. To put it beyond doubt, madam, Mr. 
Ruſſet and my guardian have conſented to our mar- 


riage; and we are in hopes that you will not with. 


hold your approbation. 

- Mrs, Oak. I have no further 188 ſee you 
are innocent, and it was cruel to ſuſpect you Vou 
have taken a load of anguiſh off my mind—and yet 
your kind interpoſition comes too late, Mr. Oakly's 


love for me is entirely deſtroyed. [Mecping. 
- "Oak. I muſt go to her | | [ Apart, 
Maj. Not yet Not yet! | [ Apart. 


Har. Do not diſturb yourſelf with fuch appre- 
henſions, I am ſure Mr. Oakly loves you moſt af- 


fectionately. 
Oak. Ican hold no longer. [Going to her.] My af. 


fection for you madam, is as warm as ever. Nothing 


can ever extinguiſh it. My conſtrained behaviour 
cut me to the ſoul—-For within theſe few hours it 


has been all conftrained—-and it was with the ut- 


moſt difficulty that I was able to ſupport it. 

Mrs. Oak. O, Mr. Oakly, how have I expoſed 
myſelf? What low artshas my jealouſy induced me 
to practiſe! I ſee my folly, and fear that you can 
never forgive me. 


Oak. Forgive you !—You are too good my love! 
Can you forgive me?—This 


Forgive you! 


change tranſports me. — Brother! Mr. Ruſſet! 
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Charles! Harriot! give me joy I am the hap- 
pieſt man in the world. 

Maj. Joy, much joy to you both ! though by- 
the-bye, you are not a little obliged to me for it. 
Did not I tell you I would cure all the diſorders in 
your family? I beg pardon, ſiſter, for taking the 
liberty to preſcribe for you. My medicines have 
been ſomewhat rough, I believe, but they have had 
an admirable effect, and ſo don't be angry with tires 
phyſician. 

Mrs. Oak. I am indeed obliged to you, and I 
feel— 

Oak, Nay, my dear, no more of this. All that's 8 
paſt muſt be utterly forgotten. 

Mrs. Oak. I have not merited this ae but 
it ſhall hereafter be my ſtudy to deſerve it. Away 
with all idle jealoufies! And fince my ſuſpicions 
have hitherto been groundleſs, I am reſolved * 
che future never to ä at all. 


* 
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LADIES! Tes had a fquabtle with the Pod 
About his chara#er:—and you ſhall know it. 
My part's ridiculous —falſe—out of nature. 
Fine draughts. indeed of ladies 1 ſure you hate em! 
Why, fir |—— My part is ſcandalum magnatum, 
Lord. ma am, ſaid he, t0 copy hfe my trade is, 
And Poets ever have made free with ladies: : 
One Simon the deuce take ſuch names as theſe! 
A bard Greel name———0—ay—Simonidest— 
He fhew'd——our freaks, this whim and that deſire, 
Roſe firſt from earth, ſea, air, nay, ſome from fire; 
Or that cue owe our perſons, minds, and features | 
To birds, forſooth, and filthy four-legg'd creatures. 

The dame, of manners various, temper fickle, 
Now all for pleaſure, now the conventicle ! 
Who prays, then raves, now calm, now all commotion, 
Riſes another Venus from the ocean. 

Conſtant at every ſale, the curious fair, 
Who longs for Dreſden, and old China ware; 
Who dotes on pagods, and gives up vile man 
For niddle-noddke figures from Japan; 
Critic in jars and jaſſes, ſbecus her birth 
Drawn, like the brittle ware itſelf, from earth. 
be flaunting ſbe, ſo ſtately, rich, and vain, 
Who gains her conqueſts by 


. 


Tour dove and turtle turn to dog and cat. 


Mean lime mend we our lives, hell mend his pen. 
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While all her vanity ts eady Golf 
Sweeper a proud peacock, with a gaudy tail. 
Huſband and wife, with feveets! and dears ! and loves! 
What are they but a pair of cooing doves ? 
But ſeiz'd with ſpleen, fits, humours, and all that, 


The goſſip, prude, old maid, coquette, and trapes, 

Are parrots, foxes, magpies, waſps, and apes ; 

But ſhe, with ev ry charm of form and mind, 

0h! She's-—ſweet ſoul—the phanix of her kind.” 
This his apology . 77s rank abuſe—— 

A freſh affront, inſtead of an excuſe ! 

His own ſex rather ſuch deſcription ſuits : 

Why don't he draw their character The brutes ! 


Ay, let him paint thoſe ugly monſlers, men! 


* 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. Rzpp1sn. 
CRITICS, hark forward ! noble game and new; 
A fine Weſt Indian flarted full in view: | 
Hot as the ſoil, the clime, which gave him birth ; 
You'll run him on à burning ſcent to earth; 

Vet don't devour him in his hiding place; 

Bag him, be Il. ſerve you for another chace ; 

For ſure that country has no feeble claim, 

Which ſwells your commerce, and ſupports your y 
And in this humble ſketch, ve hope you'll fad 
Some emanations of a noble mind ; 

Some little touches, which, tho' void of art, 

May find perhaps their way into the heart. 

Another hero your excuſe imploret, 

Sent by your fiſter kingdom to your ſhores 3 

Doom d by Religion's too ſevere command, 

To fight for bread againſt his native land : 

A brave, unthinking, animated rogue, 

With here and there a touch upon the brogue. 

Laugh, bu deſpiſe him not, for on his lip 

His errors lie ; his heart can never trip. 

Others there are——but may we not prevail 

To let the gentry tell their own plain tale ? 

Shall they come in? They'll pleaſe you, if they can; 
If not, condemn the blard———but ſpare the Man. 
For ſpeak, think, ad, or write in angry limes, 

A wiſh to pleaſe is made the worſt of crimes : 

Dire ſlandler now with black envenom d dart, 


Stands ever arm d to ſtab you to the heart. 
A 2 
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Rouſe, Britons, rouſe, for honour of your iſle 


Your old good humour ; and be ſeen to ſmile. 
You ſay we write not like our father true, 
Nor were our fathers half ſo Fri as you, 
Damn d not each error of the poet's pen, 

But; judging man, remember d they were men. 
Aub d into filence by the time s abuſe, 
Sleeps many a wiſe, and many a witty muſe : 
We that for mere experiment come out, 

Are but the light arm'd rangers on the ſcout : 
High on Parnaſſus* lofty ſummit flands 

The immortal camp; there lie the choſen bands. 
But give fair quarter to us puny elves, 

- The giants then will ſally forth themſelves ; 
With wit's ſharp weapons vindicate the age, 
auh magic from the * 
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ACT I. SCENE J. 


A Merchant's Compting- Houſe. In an inner Room, 
et off by Glaſs-Doors, are diſcovered ſeveral Clerks, 

employed at their Deſks. A Writing-Table in the 

front Room.  STOCKWELL ir diſcovered, reading a 

Letter ; STUx ®Ly comes gently owt of the back Room, 

and obſerves him ſome Time before he ſpeaks. 

 Stubely. _ 

H. fone difortcendt Bonding in hes later, and 
I'm afraid of an unpleaſant ſort. He has many ven- 
tures of great account at ſea; a ſhip richly freighted 
for Barcelona; another for Liſbon; and others ex- 
pected from Cadiz of ftill greater value. Beſides 
theſe, I know he has many deep concerns in foreign 
bottoms, and underwritings to a vaſt amount. I'll. 
accoſt him. Sir! Mr. Stockwell! b 

Stock. Stukely — have you ſhipp'd the 
mT 

Stule. I have, fir; here's the bill Edo and 
copy of the invoice: the aſſortments are all com- 
pared: Mr. mm you Eiern pan 
Change. 
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Stock. Tis very well; lay theſe papers by; and 
no more of buſineſs for a while. Shut the door, 
Stukely: I have had long proof of your friendſbip 
and fidelity to me; a matter of moſt infinite concern 
lies on my mind; and 'twill- be a ſenſible relief to 
unboſom myſelf to you; I have juſt now been in- 
formed of the arrival of the young Weſt Indian, I 
have ſo _ been expecting; you know whom ! 
mean. 

Stuke. Yes, fir; Mr. Belcour, the young gentle- 
man who inherited old Belcour' $ you eſtates] in Ja- 
maica. | 

Stack. Huſh, not ſo loud; come a little nearer 
this way. This Belcour is now in London; part 
of his baggage is already arrived; and I expect him 
every minute. Is it to be wondered at, if his com- 
ing throws me into ſome agitation, when I tell you, 
Stukely, he is my ſon? 

Stuke. Your ſon? - 

Stock. Yes, fir, my only ſon; early in life I ac- 
eompanied his grandfather to Jamaica as his clerk; 
he had an only daughter, ſomewhat older than my- 
felf, the mother of this gentleman : it was my chance 
(call it good or ill) to engage her affections; and, 
as the inferiority of my condition made it hopeleſs to 
expect herfather's conſent, her fondneſs provided an 
expedient, and we were privately married: the iſſue 
of that concealed. engagement is, as I have told you, 
this Belcour. | | 

Stule. That event, dureh. — your con- 
nection? 

Stock, You ſhall * Nat many. days after our 
marriage, old Belcour ſet out for England ; and, 
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during his abode here; my wife was, with great ſes 
ereſy, delivered of this fon. Fruitful in expedients 
to diſguiſe her fituation, without parting from her 
infant, ſhe contrived to have it laid and received at 
her door as a foundling. After ſome time her father 
returned, having left me here; in one of thoſe fa- 
vourable moments, that decide the fortunes of prof- 
perous men, this child was introduced: from that 
inſtant, he treated him as his own, gave him his 
name, and brought him up in his family. 

Stule. And did you never reveal this ſecret, eicher 
to old Belcour, or your ſon? 

Stock. Never. 

Stule. Therein you ſurpriſe n me; a merchant of 
your eminence, and a member of the Britiſh parlia- 
ment, might ſurely aſpire, without offence, to the 
daughter of a planter. In this caſe too, natural af- 
fection would prompt to a diſcovery. 

Stock. Your remark is obvious; nor could I have 
perſiſted in this painful filence, but in obedience to 
the dying injunctions of a beloved wife. The letter, 
you found me reading, conveyed thoſe injunctions to 
me; it was dictated in her laſt illneſs, and almoſt in 
the article of death (you'll ſpare me the recital of 
it); ihe there conjures me, in terms as ſolemn as 
they are affecting, never to reveal the ſecret of aur 
marriage, or withdraw my ſon, while her father 
ſurvived. | 

Stuke. But on what motives did your unhappy dy 
found theſe injunRtions? 

Stock. Principally, I believe, from apprehenſion 
on my account, leſt old Belcour, on whom at her 


deceaſe I wholly depended, ſhould withdraw his pro- 
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tection; in part from conſideration of his repoſe, 
as well knowing the diſcovery would deeply affe& 
his ſpirit, which was haughty, vehement, and un- 
forgiving ; and laſtly, in regard to the intereſt of 
her infant, whom he had warmly adopted; and for 
whom, in caſe of a diſcovery, every thing was to be 
dreaded from his reſentment. And, indeed, though 
the alteration in my condition might have juſtified 
me in diſcovering myſelf, yet I always rhought my 
ſon ſafer in truſting to the caprice'than to the juſtice 
of his grand-father. My judgment has not ſuffer'd 
by the event; old Belcour is dead, and has bequeath- 
ed his whole eſtate to him we are ſpeaking of. 
Stube. Now, then, you are no longer bound to 
ſecreſy. 

Stocl. True: but before I publicly reveal myſelf, 
I could wiſh to make fome experiment of my ſon's 
diſpoſition : this can only be done by letting his ſpi- 
Tit take its courſe without reftraint : by theſe means, 
J think I ſhall diſcover much more of his real cha- 
racter, under the title of his merchant, than I ſhould 
under that of his father. 


8 


_— 


_SCENE LI. 


A Sailor enters, Mering i in ſeveral Back ſervants, car- 


rying portmantzaus, trunks, c. 


Sail. Save your honour—is your name Stockwell, 
pray? | 
" Stock. It is. 

Sail. Part of my mafter Belcour's dend an't 
_ pleaſe you: there's another cargo not far a-ſtern of 


P 
b 
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us, and the cock- fein has got charge of the dumb 
creatures. 

Stock. Pr'ythee, friend, what dumb creatures do 
you ſpeak of? has Mr. Belcour brought over a col- 
lection of wild beaſts ? 

Sail. No, lord love him; no, not he: "ry me ge; 
there's two green monkies, a pair of grey parrots, a 
Jamaica ſow and pigs, and a en dog; that's 
ill. 

Stock, Is that all? _ 

Sail. Yes, your honour; yes, that's all; blefs his 
heart, a'might have brought over the whole iſland if 
he would; a'didn't leave a dry oye: in it. 

Stock. Indeed! Stukely, ſhew em where to be- 
ſtow their baggage. Follow that gentleman. ä 
Sail. Come, bear a hand, my lads, bear a hand. 

[Exit with Stukely and ſervants. 

_ Stock. If the principal tallies with his purveyors, 
he muſt be a fingular ſpectacle in this place: he has 
a friend, however, in this ſea-faring fellow; tis no 


| bad prognoſtic of a man's heart, when his mans 
give him a goad word. 


SCENE TI. 
Changes to a Drawing-Room. A Servant diſcovered 
| ſetting the Chairs by, Ar. A Woman Servant an- 
ters to him. | 


Vel. Why, what a fuſs does our good maſler 
put himfelf in about this Weſt Indian: ſee what a 
bill of fare I „ ſeven and 
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nine, I'Il aſſure you, and only a family dinner 23 
he calls it: why if my Lord Mayor was expected, 
chere couldn't be a greater to do about him. 
Serv. I wiſh. to my heart you had but ſeen the 
loads of trunks, boxes, and partmanteaus he has 
ſent hither. An ambaſſador's baggage, with all the 
{muggled goods of his family, does not exceed it. 

« 'Houſek, A ſine pickle he Il put the houſe into: had 
he been maſter's own ſon, and a Chriſtian Engliſh 
man, there couldn't be more rout chan there 18 about 
this Creolian, as they call em. 

Serv. No matter for that; | he's very rich, and 
that's ſufficient.. They ſay he has rum and ſugar 
enough belonging to him, to make all the water in 
the Thames into * But. 1 ſee my maſter' 
coming. IA 


PC —— — 


SCENE IV, 


Srocxwzrr enters, followed by a Servant. 
Stock. Where is Mr. Belcour? Who brought this 
note from him ? | 
Serv. Awaiter from he London Tavern, fir; he 
ſays the young gentleman 1 is juſt dreſt, and will be 
with you directly. 5 
Stock. Shew him in when he arrives. 
Serv. I ſhall, fir. I'll have a peep at him rl, 
however; I've a great mind to ſee this outlandiſh 
ſpark. The ſailor fellow ſays he'll make rare do- 
ings amongſt us. 1 [Afde. 
| Stock, You need nat wait; leave me. | 
| - 5409 vv | [Exit Servant. 
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Let me —— — | [ Reads. 
„Six, 

] write to you under the hands of the hair · dreſ- 
ſer; as ſoon as I have made myſelf decent, and 
flipped on ſome freſh clothes, I will have the ho- 
nour of pazing you. my devoirs. 
| Tours, a 

| | *BzLcouR. 
He writes at his eaſe; for he's unconſcious to whom 
his let ter is addreſſed; but what a palpitation does 
it throw my heart into; a father's heart, *Tis an 
affecting interview; when my eyes meet a ſon, whom 
yet they never ſaw, where ſhall I find conſtancy to 
ſupport. it. Should he reſemble his mother, I am 
overthrown. All the letters I have had from him 


(for I ĩinduſtriouſly drew him into a correſpondence - 


with me), beſpeak him of quick and ready under- 
ſtanding. All che reports I ever received, give me 
favourable impreflions of his character; wild, per- 
haps, as the manner of his country is, but, I truſt, 
not frantic or unprincipled. 


SCENE PF. 


Emer 4 5 


„ A0. Sir, che foreign gentleman is is come. 


Another Servant. 


Serv, Mr. Belcour. x 


BzLcovk enters: 


Stock. Mr. Belcour, I'm rejoiced to ſee you. 
you're welcome to England. 
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Bel. I thank you heartily, good Mr. Stockwell: 
ou and I have long converfed at a diſtance; now 
we are met; and the pleaſure this meeting gives me, 
amply compenſates for the perils I have run through 
in accompliſhing it. 

Stock, What perils, Mr. Belcour? I could not 

have thought you would have made a bad paſſage at 
this time o'year. 
Bel. Nor did we: courier like, we came poſting 
to your ſhores, upon the pinions of the ſwittek pales 
that ever blew ; tis whos Engliſh ground all my 
difficulties have ariſen ; tis the pailage from the ri - 
ver-fide I complain of. 

Stack, Ay, indeed! What obſtruRtions can you 
have met between this and the river-fide? 

Bel. Innumerable! Your town's as full of Gefiles 
as the Ifland of Corfica ; and, I believe, they are 
as obſtinately defended ; ſo much hurry, buſtle, and 
confuſion on your quays; ſo many ſugar-caſks, por- 
.ter-butts, and common-council men in your ftreets, 
that, unleſs a man marched with artillery in bis 
front, tis more than the labour of a Hercules can 
effect, to make * lende way through your 
town. 

Stock. I am ſorry you have —Y ſo incommoded. 

Bel. Why, faith, *twas all my own fault: accuſ- 
tomed to a land of ſlaves, and out of patience with 
the whole tribe of cuſtom-houſe extortioners, boat- 
men, tide-waiters, and-water-bailiffs, that beſet me 
on all fides, worſe than a ſwarm of muſquetoes, 1 
proceeded a little too roughly to bruſh them away 
with my rattan ; the ſturdy rogues took this in dud- 
bon, aud beginning t ta rebel, the mob choſe diffe- 
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rent ſides, and a furious ſcuffle enſued; in the courſe 


of which, my perſon and apparel ſuffered ſo much,. 


that I was obliged to ſtep into the firſt tavern to re- | 
fit, before I could make = approaches in any de- 
cent trim. 

Stock. All 8 is as I wiſh; dear Nature, add 
he reſt, and I am happy LA wel. Mr. 
Belcour, 'tis a rough ſample you have had of my 

countrymen s ſpirit; but, I truſt, you'll not think 
the worſe of them for it. | 

Bel. Not at all, not at all; I like em the better; 
was I only a viſitor, I might, perhaps, wiſh them a 
little more tractable; but, as a fellow ſubject, and 
a ſhaxer in their freedom, I applaud their ſpirit, tho 
1 feel the effeRts of it in every bone of my ſkin. 

Stock. That's well: I like that well. How glad- 
ly I could fall upon his neck, and own myſelf his 
father! [Afde. 
Bel. Well, Mr. Stockwell, for the firſt time in 
my life, here am I in England; at the fountain 
head of pleaſure, in the land of beauty, of arts, and 
elegancies. My happy ſtars have given me a good 
eſtate, and the conſpiring winds have blown me hi- 
ther to ſpend it. 

Stock. To uſe it, not to waſte it, I ſhould hope: 
to treat it, Mr. Belcour, not as a vaſſal, over whom 
you have a wanton and a deſpotic power-; but as a 
ſubject, which you are bound to govern with a tem- 

perate and reſtrained authority. 

Biel. True, fir: moſt truly ſaid; mine's a com- 
miſſion, not a right: I am the offspring of diſtreſs, 

and every child of ſorrow is my brother; while IL 
have hands to hold, therefore, I will hold them open 
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to mankind: but, ſir, my paſſions are my maſters; 
they take me where they will; and oftentimes they 
leave to reaſon and to virtue nothing but my wiſhes 
and my ſighs. | 

Stock. Come, come, the man who c can aceuſe cor- 
res himſelf. 

Bel. Ah! that's an office T am weary of: I wiſh 
a friend would take it up; I would to Heaven you 
had leiſure for the employ ; but did you drive a trade 
to the four corners of the world, you would not find 
the taſk ſo toilſome as to keep me free from faults. 

Stock. Well, I am not diſcouraged : this candour 
tells me I ſhould not havethe fault of ſelf-conceit to 
combat; that, at leaſt, is not amongſt the number. 

Bel. No; if I knew that man on earth who 
rhought more humbly of me than T do of myſelf, 1 
would take up his opinion, and forego my own. 

Stock, And, was I to chooſe a pupil, it ſhould be 
one of your complexion : ſo, if you'll come along 
with me, we'll agree upon your admiſſion, and enter 
on a courſe of lectures directly. 

Bel. With all my heart. [ Exeunt. 


— 


SCENE V1.” 


Changes to a Room in Lady ResrorT's Houſe. Em 
ter Lady RusyorT and CHarLoTTE. | 


I. Ruf. Miſs Rufport, I defire to hear no more 
of Captain Dudley and his deftitute family : not a 
ſhilling of mine ſhall ever croſs the hands of any of 


them: becauſe my ſiſter choſe to marry a beggar, 


am I bound to ſupport him and his poſterity ? 
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er l, 
its; Char. I think you are. ? 
hey L. Ruſ. You think I am; and pray where do mo 
hes find the law that tells you ſo? 
Char. I am not proficient enough to quote "wy 
cor. ter and verſe; but Itake charity to be a main re 
in the great ſtatute of chriſtianity. ö 
viſh L. Ruf. I ſay charity, indeed! And pray, miſs, 
you are you ſure that it is charity, pure charity, which 
ade moves you to plead for Captain Dudley? Amongſt 
ind all your pity, do you find no ſpice of a certain anti- 
's. ſpiritual paſſion, called love? Don't miſtake your- 
our ſelf; you are no ſaint, child, believe me; and, 1 
to am apt to think, che diſtreſſes of Old Dudley, and 
er. of his daughter into the bargain, would never break 
ho your heart, if there was not a certain young fellow 
'I of two and twenty in the caſe; who, by the happy 
recommendation of a good perſon, and the brilliant 
be appointments of an enſigney, will, if I am not miſ- 
ng taken, cozen you out of a fortune of twice twenty 
ter thouſand pounds, as ſoon as ever I are of age to 


beſtow 4t upon him. 

Char. A nephew of your ladyſhip's can never 
want any other recommendation with me: and, if 
my partiality for Charles Dudley is acquitted by the 
reſt of the world, I hope Ire Ruſport will not con- 
demn me for it. 

L. Ruſ. 1 condemn you ! I thank Heaven, Mifs 
Ruſport, I am n ways reſponſible for your con- 


re duct; nor is it any concern of mine how you diſpoſe 
a of yourſelf: you are not my daughter; and, wen 
of I married your father, poor Sir Stephen Ruſport, 


* Ifound you a forward ſpoiled miſs of ER, * . 
N above ** inſtructed by me. 0 


—— — —— Rx — — 
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Char. Perhaps your lady ſhip calls this inſtruction. 
L. Ruſ. You're ſtrangely pert ; but tis no won- 
der: your mother, I'm told, was a fine lady; and 
according to the modern ſtile of education you was 
brought up. It was not ſo in my young days; there 
was then ſome decorum in the world, ſome ſubordi. 
nation, as the great Locke expreſſes it. Oh! 'twas 
an edifying ſight, to ſee-the regular deportment ob- 
ſerved in our family: no giggling, no goſſipping was 
going on there; my good father, Sir Oliver Round- 
head, never was ſeen to laugh himſelf, nor ever al. 
lowed it in his children. 

Char. Ay; thoſe were happy times indeed. 

Z. Ruſ. But, in this forward age, we have co- 
quettes in the egg - nell, and Philoſophers i in the cra- 
dle; girls of fifteen that lead the faſhion in new caps 
and new opinions, that have their ſentiments and 
their ſenſations; and the idle fops encourage 'em in 
it: O' my conſcience, I wonder what it is the men 
can ſee in ſuch babies. 

. Char. True, madam; but all men as nat over- 
look the maturer beauties of your ladyſbip's age, 


_ witneſs your admirer Major Dennis O'Flaherty; 


there's an example of ſome diſcernment; I declare 
to you, when your ladyſhip is by, the major takes 
no more notice of me than if 1 was part of the fur- 
niture of your chamber. 

L. Ruſ. The major, child, has travelled through 
various kingdoms and climates, and has more en- 
larged notions of female merit than falls to the lot of 
an Engliſh home-bred lover; in moſt other coun- 
tries, no woman on your fide forty would ever be 
named iu a polite circle. 


wud ad wr wit RN mo 
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- Char. Right, madam; T've been told that in Vi- 
enna they have coquettes upon crutches, and Ve- 
nuſes in their grand climaQteric ; a lover there ce- 
lebrates the wrinkles, not the dimples, in his miſ- 
reſs's face. The major, I — has ſervedin the 
Impenal army. ? 

L. Ruf. Are you piqu'd, my — Had 
my fiſter, Louiſa, yielded to the addreſſes of one of 
Major O'Flaherty's perſon and appearance, ſhe 
would have had ſome excuſe : but to run away, as 
ſhe did, at the age of fixteen too, with a man of 
old Dudley's ſort | 
Char. Was, in my opinion, the moſt venial tre. 

paſs that ever girl of fixteen committed; of a noble 
family, an engaging perſon, ſtrict en, and ſound 
underſtanding, what accompliſhment was there want- 
ing in Captain Dudley, but that which the prodiga- 
lity of his anceſtors had deprived him of? 

L. Ruſ. They left. bim as much as he deſerves; 
hasn't the old man captain's half pay? And is mw 
the ſon an enſign? 

Char. An enfign! Alas, poor Charles! Would 
to Heaven he knew what my heart feels and ſuffers 
for * ſake. | 


* 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Enſign Dudley to wait upon your lady ſhip. 

L. Raſ. Who? Dudley! What can have brought 
him to town? 

Char. Dear madam, tis Charles Dudley, tis +your 
nephew. bs s 

L. Rig. Nephew! I renounce him as my ne- 
phew ; Sir Oliver renounced him as his grandſon: 

B 


—— 
- — ü 
— 
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wasn't he ſon of the eldeſt daughter, and only male 
deſcendant of Sir Oliver; and didn't he cut him off 
with -a ſhilling? Didn't the poor dear good man 
leave his whole fortune to me, except a ſmall annui- 


ty to my maiden ſiſter, who ſpoiled her conſtitution 


with nurſing him? And, depend upon it, not a 
penny of that fortune ſhall ever be diſpoſed of other. 
wiſe than according to the will of the donor. 


Enter Cranrus 13 . 


So, young man, whence: come Feſt What beings 


you to town ? 
Charles. If there is any nde i in my coming to 
town, your ladyſhip is in ſome degree reſponſible 


for it, for Ta my errand was to pay my duty 


here. 

L. Ruſ. 1 hope you have ſome better excuſe tha 
all this. 

Charles. Tis OY madam, I have ber Wies; 
but, if I confider my trouble repaid by the pleaſure 
I now enjoy, I ſhould hope my aunt would not think 
my company the leſs welcome, for the value I ſet 
upon hers. _ 

L. Ruſ. Coxcomb ! And e is your facher, 
child; and your filter? Are they in town too? 

Charles. They are. 

I. Ruſ. Ridiculous! I don't kw what people 
do in London, who have no money to ſpend in it. 

Char. Dear madam, ſpeak more kindly to your 
nephew; how can you oppreſs a youth of his ſenſi- 
bility ? 

IL. Ruſ. Miſs Ruſport, I inſiſt upon your retiring 
to your apartment; when 1 want your advice, II 


my wy 
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ſend to you. [Exit Charlotte.] So, you have put on 


2 red coat too, as well as your father; tis plain 
what value you ſet upon the good advice Sir Oliver 
uſed to give you; how often has he cautioned you 
againft the army? 

Charles. Had it pleaſed my grandfather to enable 
me to have obeyed his caution, I would have done 
it; but you well know how deſtitute I am; and 
'tis not to be wonder'd at if I prefer the ſervice of 
my king to chat of any other maſter. 

I. Ruſ. Well, well, take your own courſe; tis 
no concern of mine: you never conſulted me. ä 
Cbarles. I frequently wrote to your ladyſhip, but 
could obtain no anſwer; and, fince my grandfa- 
ther's death, this is the firſt „ e 1 have had 
of waiting upon you. 

L. Ruſ. I muſt deſire you not to mention the death 
of that dear good man in my hearing, my ſpirits 
cannot ſupport it. 

Charles. I ſhall obey you: permit me to ſay, that, 
as that event has richly ſupplied you with the mate- 
rials of bounty, the diftrefſes of my family can fur- 
niſh you with objects of it. 

L. Ruſ. The diſtreſſes of your family, child, are 
quite out of the queſtion at preſent; had Sir Oliver 
been pleaſed to conſider them, I ſhould have been 


well content; but he has abſolutely taken no notice 


of you in his will, and that to me muſt and ſhall be 
alaw. Tell your father and your fifter I totally | 
diſapprove of their coming up to town. | 
Charks. Muſt I tell my father that before your 
kdyſhip knows the motive that brought him hither? 
Allur'd by the offer of exchanging for a commiſſion 
B 2 


* 


on full pay, the veteran, after thirty years ſervice, 
prepares to encounter the fatal heats of Senegam- 
bia ; but wants a a ſmall upph to GIMP him for 


the expedition 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. * O'Flaherty to wait on your lady- 
ſhip. | | 
Enter Major O'FLanzary. 


O' Fla. Spare your ſpeeches, young man; don't 
you think her ladyſhip can take my word for that? 
I hope, madam, tis evidence enough of my being 
preſent, when I've the honour 1 N you ſo 
myſelf. 

L. Ruſ. Major O'Flaheriy, I am rejoiced to ſee - 
you. Nephew Dudley, you perceive I'm engaged. 

Charles. I ſhall not intrude upon your ladyſhip's 
more agreeable engagements. I FRG I have my 

anſwer. 

I. Ruf. Your anſwer, child ! What anſwer can 
you poſſibly expect; or how can your romantic fa- 
ther ſuppoſe that I am to abet him in all his idle 
and extravagant undertakings? Come, major, let 
me ſhew you the way into my dreſſing-· room; and let 
us leave this young adventurer to his meditation. 

O Fla. I follow, you, my lady. Young gentle- 
man, your obedient ! Upou my' conſcience, as fine 
a young fellow as I wou'd wiſh to clap my eyes on: 
he might have anſwer d my ſalute, however—well, 
let it paſs; fortune, perhaps, frowns upon the poor 
lad; ſhe's a dama'd ſlippery lady, and very apt to 


»- 
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jilt us poor fellows, that wear cockades in our hats. 
Fare-thee-well, honey, whoever thou art. [ Exit. 
Charles. So much for the virtues of a puritan; 
out upon it, her heart is flint; yet that woman, 
that aunt of mine, without one worthy particle in 
her compoſition, wou'd, I dare be ſworn, as ſoon 
ſet her foot in a peſt-houſe as in a play-houſe. _. 
| [ Going. 

Miſs RousrorT enters to him. ; 


| Char. Stop, ſtay a little, Charles, whither are 
you going in ſuch haſte ? 
. Charks. Madam; Miſs Ruſport ; what are your 
commands ? 

. Char. Why ſo reſerved? We had uſed to cafe 
to no other names than thoſe of Charles and Char- 


lotte. 


. Charles. What ails you 5 You've been weeping. 

Char. No, no; or if I have—your eyes are full 
too; but I have a thouſand things to ſay to you: 
d you go, tell me, I conjure you, where you 
are to be found; here, give me your direction; 
write it upon the dach of this viſiting · ticket Have 
you a pencil? 

Charles. J have : but why ſhou'd you defireto find 


us out? tis a poor, little, inconvenient place; my 


filter has no apartment fit to receive you in. 


Servant enters. 
en Madam, my lady defares your company FS 
rely. 
Char. I am coming—well, have you wrote it? 
Give it me. O Charles! either you do not, or you 
will not underſtand me. [Exeunt ſeverally, 
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ACT IT. SCENE I. 


4 Room in 4 * Heuſs Enter 8 and 


Ars. Fulnts. 


| Mrs. „ KS 


W us how you fit, muſing and moping, ſighing 
anddeſponding! I'm aſhamed of you, Mr. Fulmer: 
1s this the country you deſcribed to me, a ſecond 
Eldorado, rivers of gold and rocks of diamonds? 
You found me in a pretty ſnug retir'd way of life 
at Bologne, out of the noiſe and buſtle of the world, 
and wholly at my eaſe; you, indeed, was upon the 
wing, with a fiery perſecution at your back: but, 
like a true ſon of Loyola, you had then a thouſand 
ingenious devices to repair your fortune: and this, 
your native country, was to be the ſcene'of your 
performances: fool that I was, to. be inveigled into 
it by you: but, thank Heaven, our partnerſhip is 
revocable; I am not your wedded wife, praiſed be 
my ſtars! for what have we got, whom have we 
gull'd but ourſelves; which of all your trains has 
taken fire; even this poor expedient of your book- 
ſeller's ſhop ſeems abandoned; for if a chance cuſ- 
tomer drops in, who is there, pray, to help him to 
what he wants. | 
Ful. Patty, you know it is not upon flight 
grounds that I deſpair; there had us'd to be a live- 
Lhood to be pick'd up in this country, both for the 
honeſt and diſhoneſt : I have tried each walk, and 
am likely to ftarve at 'laſt; there is not a point to 
which the wit and faculty of man can turn, that I 
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have not ſet mine to; but in vain, I am beat 


through every quarter of the compaſs. 
Mrs. Ful. Ah! common efforts all: ſtrike me a 


maſler-· troke, Mr. Fulmer, if you with to make 
any figure in this country. 


Ful. But where, how, and what? 1 "ves vluf. 


ter'd for prerogative; I have bellowed for freedom; 


I have offer'd to ſerve my country ; I have engag- 
ed to betray it; à maſter-ftroke, truly; why, I 
have talked treaſon, writ treaſon, and if a man 
cann't live by that he can live by nothing. Here 
I ſet up as a bookſeller, why men left off reading ; * 
and if I was to turn butcher, I believe o my conſci- 


"ence * Wan eating. 


* ' 1 [Captain Dodley crofſes the flage. 
Mrs. A n now's your lodger, old 


Captain Dudley, as he calls himſelf; there's no flint 
without fire; ſometbing might be ek out of him, 


if you d the wit to find the way, - © 
Ful. Hang him, an old dry fkin'd n 


vou may as well think to get truth out. of a cour- 
tier, or candour out of a critic : I can make no- 
thing of him; beſides, be s poor, and — not 


Serpent. | 604 ned 


Mrs. Ful. The more fool he! Would any man 


| be poor that had ſuch a prodigy in his poſſeſſion? 


Ful. His daughter, you -mean ; ; the-1 is, * 


| uncommonly beautiful. 


Mrs. Ful. Beautiful ! Why the chad "KY be 
feen, to have the firſt men in the kingdom at her 
feet. Egad, I wiſh I had the leaſing of her beauty; 


' What would ſome of our young nabobs give——? 
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Ful. Huſh! here comes the captain; good git], 
leave us to ourſelves,” and let me try what I can 

make of him. 

Mrs. Ful. Captain, truly ! ifaith, have an 
giment, had I ſuch a 8 before I was three 

i older. Ty | | mm 


— ä 3 


th. GENE . 


9196, 26) Captain Duvuzy enter to im 


Au. Captain Dudley, good morning to you.. 
Dud. Mr. F ulmer, I have borrowed a book from 
Jour ſhop; 'tis the fixth volume of my deceaſed ö 
_ friend Triſtram; he is a flattering writer to us poor 
ſoldiers; and the divine ſtory of Le Fevre, which 
makes part of this hook, in my opinion of it, does 


honour not to its author only, but to human na- 0 
ture. | 
Ful. He's an author I keep i in the way of trade, 
but one I never reliſh'd ; he 1s much too looſe and 
proſfligate for my taſte. 
Dud. That' $ being too ſevere: I hold him to be a 
moraliſt in the nobleſt ſenſe ; he plays indeed with 
the fancy, and ſometimes oardipe too wantonly ; ; 


but while he thus defignedly maſks his main attack, 
he comes at once upon the heart; refines, amends 
- it, ſoftens it; beats down each ſelfiſh barrier from 
about it, and opens every ſluice of pity and bene- 
volence. | | 
Ful. We of the catholic perſuaſion are not much | 
bound to him. Well, fir, I ſhall not oppoſe your | 
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opinion; a favourite author is like a favourite miſ- 
treſs; and there you know, captain, no man likes 
to have his taſte arraigned. 

Dud. Upon my word, fir, I don't know what a 
man likes in that caſe; tis an experiment I never 
made. 

Ful. Sir!—Are you felt 

Dad. "Tis of little conſequence whether you 
think ſo. | 

Ful. What a formal old prig it is! [/4/ide.] I ap- 
prehend you, fir; you ſpeak with caution; you are 
married? 

Dud. L have been. 

Ful. And this young lady, which accompanies 
7ou— 

Dud. Paſſes for my daughter. . 

Ful. Paſſes for his daughter bumph—[Afde.] 
She 1s exceedingly beautiful, finely accompliſhed, 
of a moſt enchanting ſhape and air, 

Dud. You are much too partial; ſhe has the great- 
eſt defect a woman can have. 

Ful. How ſo, pray? 

Dud. She has no fortune. 

Ful. Rather ſay that you have none; and that's 

2 ſore defect in one of your years, Captain Dudley: 
you've ſerved, no doubt? | 

Dud. Familiar coxcomb! But I'll humour him. 

[ Aſide. 

Ful. A cloſe old fox! But I'll unkennel him. 
[Afide. 

Dud. Above thirty years I've. been in the ſervice, 
Mr. Fulmer, 
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Ful. J gueſs'd as much; I laid it at no leſs: why 

- *tis- a weariſome time; *tis an apprenticeſhip to a 

profeſſion, fit only for a patriarch. But prefer. 

- ment muſt be cloſely followed: you never could 

have been ſo far behind-hand in the chace, unleſz 

you had palpably miſtaken your way. You'll par- 

don me, but I begin to perceive you have lived in 
+ the world, not with it. 

Dud. It may be fo; and you, perhaps, can give 
me better council. I'm now ſoliciting a favour, 
-an exchange to a company on full pay ; nothing 
more; and yet I meet a thouſand bars to that; tho', 
io boaſting, I ſhou}d think the certificate of 
ſervices, which I ſent in, might have purchaſed that 

. . indulgence to me. 

Ful. Who thinks or cares about *em ! Certificate 
of ſervices, indeed! Send in a certificate of your 
fair daughter ; carry her in your hand with you. 

Dud. What! Who? My daughter! Carry my 
daughter! Well, and what then? 

Ful. Why, then your fortune's made, that's al. 

Dud. 1 underſtand you: and this you call know- 
ledge of the world? Deſpicable knowledge; but, 
firrah, Iwill have you know-— [ Threatening hin. 

Ful. Help! Who's within? Wou'd you ſtrike 
me, fir ? Wou'd you lift up your hand againſt a 
man in his own houſe ? 

| Dud. In a church, if he dare inſult the poverty of 
a man of honour. 

Ful. Have a care what you do; en chere 
is fuch a thing in law as an affault and battery; 
ay, and ſuch willing forms as warrants and indict- 
ments. 


Dud. Go, fir; you are too- mean for my ben 
ment: tis that, ad not the lay, protects you,— 
Hence ! 


Ful. An old, abſurd, 2 blockhead'! _ 


ru be reveng'd of him. Lis. E 


_— ( r 


SCENE am. | 


Toung Done; enters 4 1. N 


Char lia What is the 8 Gr? Sure I head a 


 qutcry as I enter'd the houſe ? 


Dud. Not unlikely; our landlord and his wife 


are for ever wrangling.— Did 79% Rod. your: aunt 


Dudley at home? 
Charles. I did. a 1 WAA 
Dud. And what eme #9 
Charles. Cold as our poverty and nr” pride could 


make 1 * 
Dud. Vou told A the prefling occaſion I had 


for a ſmall ſupply to equip me for this exchange; 


has ſhe granted me the relief I aſked? 


Charles. Alas, fir, ſhe has peremptorily refuſed 
it. 

Dud. That's hard: that hard, indeed. My pe- 
tition was for a ſmall ſum; ſhe has refuſed it, you 
ſay : well, be it ſo; I muſt not complain. Did 
you ſee the broker about the inſurance on my life? 

Charles. There again I am the meſſenger of ill 
news; I can raiſe no money, ſo fatal is the climate : 
alas, that ever my father thould be ſent to Feb in 


"fuck a place! ! 
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SCENE II. 
N Darss enters vaſtly. 


hp Louiſa, what's the matter? you ſeem 
frighted. 
Tou. I am, indeed; coming from Miſs Ruſport's, 


I met a young genüemän! in the ſtreets, who has be- 


ſet me in the ſtrangeſt manner. 
Charles. Inſufferable | was he rude to you ? 
Tou. I cannot fay he was abfolutely rude to me, 
but he was very importunate to ſpeak to me, and 


once or twice attempted to lift up my hat: he fol- 


lowed me to the corner of the rer and there I 
gave him the flip. 

Dud. You muſt walk no more in he ſtreets, child, 
without me or your brother. | 

Lou. Q, Charles, Miſs Ruſport delibes to ſee you 
directly; Lady Ruſport is gone out, and ſhe has 
ſomething particular to ſay to you. 

Charles. Have you any commands for me, fir? 

Dud. None, my dear; by all means wait upon 
Miſs Ruſport. Come, Louiſa, I ſhall defire you 
to go oy to your chamber, and compoſe yourſelf. 

| os 


SCENE F. 


nter 00 x, * peeping in at 1 Door. 


Bel. Not a ſoul, as I'm alive. Why, what an 
odd ſort of a houſe is this! Confound the little jilt, 
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ſhe has fairly given me the ſlip. A plague upon this 


London, I ſhall have no luck in it: ſuch a crowd, 


and ſuch a hurry, and ſuch a number of ſhops, and 
one ſo like the other, that whether the wench turned 
into this houſe or the next, or whether ſhe went up 
ſtairs or down ſtairs (for there's a werld above and 
a world below, it ſeems), I declare I know no more 
than if I was in the Blue Mountains. In the name 
of all the devils at once, why did ſhe run away? If 
every handſome girl I meet in this town is to lead 
me ſuch a wild-gooſe chaſe, I had better have ſtay- 
ed in the torrid zone. I ſhall be waſted to the ſize 
of a ſugar- canf. What ſhall I do? give the chace 
up? Hang it, that's cowardly. Shall I, a true 
born ſon of Phoebus, ſuffer this lutle nimble-foot- 
ed Daphne to eſcape me?“ Forbid it, honour, 
« and forbid it, love.“ 
comes. Oh, the devil! 
have we got here 


What tawdry thing 


Mrs. Ful MR enters to him. 


Mrs. Ful. Your humble ſervant, G6. 

Bel. Your humble ſervant, madam. ; 
Mrs. Ful. A fine ſummer's day, fir. 

Bel. Yes, ma'am, and ſo cool, that if the calen- 


dar didn't call it July, I thould r it was * | 


nuary. 
Mrs. Ful. Sir! 
Bel. Madam! 


Mrs. Ful. Do you wiſh to peak t0 Me Fulmer, 


fir? 
Bel. Mr. Fulmer, madam? I hav'n't the honour 
of knowing ſuch a perſon. | 


Huſh, huſh—here ſhe. 


} 

i 

1 

ö N 
1 
i 
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: Mrs. Ful. No, I'll be FINN have you not; 
thou art much too pretty a fellow, and too much of 
a gentleman, to be an author thyſelf, or to hare 
any ching to ſay to thoſe that are ſo. Tis the cap- 

tain, I ſuppoſe, you are waiting . 

Bel. T rather ſufpect it is the captain's wife. 

Mrs. Ful. The captain has no wife, fir. 

\ Sel. No wife! I'm heartily ſorry for it; for then 

he's his miftreſs; and that I take to be the more 
deſperate caſe of the two; pray, madam, wasn't 
there a lady juſt now turn'd into your houſe? "Twas 
with her I wiſh'd to ſpeak. | 

Mrs. Ful. What ſort of a lady, pray? 

Bel. One of the lovelieſt ſort my eyes ever be- 
- held; young, tall, freſh, fair; in ſhort, a goddeſs. 
Mrs. Ful. Nay, but dear, dear fir, now I'm ſure 
you flatter: for twas me you 99 into the "op 
door this minute. 

Bel. Lou! No, no, ho my Ops OE LIP it was 
not you, madam, 

Mrs. Ful. But what is it you laugh at ? 

Bel. Upon my ſoul, 1 aſk your pardon; but it 
was not you, believe me: be aſſur'd it wasn't. 

Mrs. Ful. Well, fir, I ſhall not contend for the 

- honour of being noticed by you; I hope you think 
you wou'dn't have been the firſt man that noticed 
me in the ſtreets; however, this I'm poſitive of, 
that no living woman but myſelf has enter'd theſe 
doors this morning. 

Bel. Why then I'm miſtaken in he houſe, that's 
all; for 'tis not humanly Fre 1 can be ſo far 
out in the lady, VT Ty 
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Mrs. Ful. Coxcomb! But hold—a thought oc- 
eurs; as ſure as can be he has ſeen Miſs Dudley. 
A word with you, young gentleman ; come back. 

Bel. Well, what's your pleaſure ? | 

Mrs. Ful. You ſeem greatly captivated with this 
young lady; are vou apt to fall in love chus at firſt 

ht? 

I Oh, yes: tis the only way I can ever fall 
in love; any man may tumble into a pit by ſur- 
priſe, none but a fool would walk into one by 
choice. 

Mrs. Ful. You are a haſty lover it ſeems; have 
you ſpirit to be a generous one? They that will 
pleaſe the eye muſtn t ſpare the purſe. 790 

Bel. Try me; put me to the proof; bring me to 
an interview with the dear girl that has thus capti- 
vated me, and ſee whether I have ſpirit to be grate- 
ful. 

Mrs. Ful. But how, pray, am I to know the 


girl you have ſet your heart on ? 


Bel, By an undeſcribable grace, that accompa- 
nies every look and action that falls from her: 
there can be but one ſuch woman in the world, and 
nobody can miſtake that one. 

Mrs. Ful. Well, if I ſhould ſtumble upon this 
angel in my walks, where am I to find you? What's. 
your name? | 

Bel. Upon my foul, I cann't tell you my name. 

Mrs. Ful. Not tell me! Why ſo? 

Bel. Becauſe I don't know what it is myſelf ; as 
yet I have no name. 


Mrs. Ful. No name 
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Hel. None; a friend, indeed, lent me his; but 
he forbad me to uſe it on any unworthy occa ſion. 
Mrs. Ful. But where is your place of abode? 

Bel. 1 have none; I never flept a night in Eng. 
land in my life. | 
Mrs. Ful. Hey-day!. 


| SCENE LI. 


Enter FULMER. 


Ful. A fine caſe, truly, in a free country; a 
pretty paſs things are come to, if a man is to be 
aſſaulted in his own houſe. | 
Mr. Ful. Who has affaulted you, my dear? 

Ful. Who! why this Captain Drawcanfir, this 
old Dudley, my lodger : but I'll unlodge him; 1'll 
un harbour him, I warrant. 

Mrs. Ful. Huſh ! huſh ! hold your tongue, man; 
pocket the affront, and be quiet; I've a ſcheme on 
foot will pay you a hundred beatings. Why you 
ſurpriſe me, Mr. Fulmer; Captain Dudley aſſault 
you! Impoſſible. 

Ful. Nay, I cann't call it an abſolute aſſault; 
but he threatened me. 

Mrs. Ful. Oh, was that all? I {20 how it 
would turn out- A likely thing, truly, for a per- 
ſoa of his' obliging compaſſionate turn; no, no, 
poor Captain Dudley, he has ſorrqws and diſtreſſes 
enough of his own to employ his ſpirits, without 
ſetting them againſt other people. Make it up as 
faſt as you can; watch this gentleman out; follow 
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him wherever he goes; and bring me word who and - 
= he is; be ſure you don't loſe fight of him ; 
ve other buſineſs in hand. eit. 

2 Pray, fir, what ſorrowe and diftreſſes have 
befallen this old gentleman you ſpeak of? 

Ful. Poverty, diſappointment, and all the diſ- 
treſſes attendant thereupon : ſorrow enough of all 
conſcience + I foon found how it was with him by 
his way of living, low enough of all reaſon ; but 
what I overheard this — put it out of all 
doubt. 

Bel. What did you overhear this morning? 

Ful. Why, it ſeems he wants to join his regi- 
ment, and has been beating the town over to raiſe 
a little money for that purpoſe upon his pay; but 
the climate, I find, where he 1s going, is ſo unheal- 
thy, that no body can be found to lend him any. 

Bel. Why then your town is a damn'd good-for- 
nothing town: and I wiſh I had never come into 
it. 

Ful. Thar s what I ſay, fir; the 88 
of ſome folks is a. There's an old 
Lady Ruſport, a near relation of this gentleman's; 
ſhe lives hard by here, oppoſite to Stockwell's, the 
great merchant; he ſent to her a begging, but to 
no purpoſe ; though ſhe is as rich as a Jew, ſhe 
would not furniſh him with a farthing. 

Bel. Is the captain at home? 

Ful. He is up ſtairs, fir. | 

Bel. Will you take the trouble to defire him to 
ſep hither ? I want to ſpeak to him. 

Ful. I'll fend him to you directly. I don't know 
what to make of this young man; but, if I live, I 
will find him out, or know the reaſon why. [ ZEæxit. 
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Bal. Ive loſt the girl, it ſeems; that's clear: 
. ſhe was the firſt object of my purſuit ;- but the caſe 
of this poor officer touches me: and, after all, 
there may be as much true delight in reſcuing a fel. 
low- creature from diſtreſs, as there would be in 


. Plunging one into it——But let me fee-—lt's a 


Point that muſt be managed with ſome delicacy —— 
Apropos! there's pen and ink I've ſtruck upon 
a method that will do. ¶ Vries. — Ay, ay, this is 
the very thing : twas deviliſh lucky I happened to 
have theſe bills about me. There, there, fare you 


well z Im glad to be rid of you; you ſtood a chance 


of we Wan I can tell you. 
e * 408 the paper. 
SCENE [4 2 
Furz brings i in Dubrzx. 
Ful 1 That s the gentleman, fir,—I ſhall make 
| - bold, however, to lend an ear. Qi. 


Dad. Have you any commands for me, fir ? 

Bel. Your name is Dudley, fir? 

Dud. It is. 

Bel. You command a company, * ak, Cap- 
tain Dudley ? 

Dud. 1 did + T am now upon OY 

Bel. You've ſerved ſome time ? 

| Dud. A pretty many years; long n to ſee 

8 Tt people of more merit and better intereſt than 

myſelf made general officers. 

Bel. Their merit I may have ſome doubt of ; their 
Intereſt I can readily give credit to: there is lute 


ſee 


han 


heir 
utle 


- that. 
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promotion to be looked for in your profeſſion, I be- 
lieve, without friends, captain? 

Dud. I believe ſo too: have you any other buſi- 
neſs with me, may I aſk ? | 

Bel. Your patience for a moment. I was inform- 
ed you was about to join your regiment in diſtant 
quarters abroad? & oy 
. Dud. I have been ſoliciting an exchange to a 
company on full pay, quartered at James“s- Fort, 
in Senegambia; but, I'm n 1 muſt N the 
undertaking. . 

Bel. Why ſo, pray? 

Dud. Why fo, fir? Tis a home. queſtion for a 
perfect ſtranger to put; chere is ſomething very 
particular in all this. 

Bel. If it is not impertinent, fir, allow me to aſk 
jou what reaſon you have for deſpairing of ſucceſs. . 
Dud. Why really, fir, mine is an obvious reaſon 
for a ſoldier to haye Want of money; fimply 


Bel. May I beg to know the ſum you have oceaſi- 
on for? 

Dud. Truly, 4. I cannot exactly tell you on a 
ſudden; nor is it, I ſuppoſe, of any great conſe- 
quence to you to be informed; but I ſhauld gueſs, 
in the groſs, -that two hundred pounds would ſerve. 
Bel. And do you find a difficulty in rai ſing that 
ſum upon your pay? Tis done every day. 

- Dud. The nature of the climate makes it diffi- 
cult: I can get no one to inſure my life. ö 

Bel. Oh! that's a circumſtance may make for 
you, as well as againſt: in ſhort, Captain Dudley, 
it ſo happens, that I can command the ſum of two 
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two hundred pounds: ſeek therefore no farther; 
I'll accommodate you with it upon eaſy terms. 

Dud. Sir! do I underſtand you rightly ?!—1 
| beg your pardon; but am I to believe that you are 
in earneſt ? 

Bel. What is your ſurpriſe? Is it an uncommon 
thing for a gentleman to ſpeak truth? Or is it in- 
credible that one . ſhould aſſiſt ano- 
ther? 

Dug. J aſk your pardon May I beg to knoy 
to whom Do you propoſe this in the way of 
buſineſs ? 

Bel. Entirely: F have no other bufineſs on earth, 
' Dud. Indeed Jou are not a broker, In 
perſuaded. | 
4 Bel. J am not. 

Dud. Nor an army agent, I think. 
Bel. 1 hope you will not think the worſe of me 
for being neither; in ſhort, fir, if you will peruſe 
this paper, it will explain to you who I am, and 
upon what terms I act; while you read it, I will 
ſtep home, and fetch the money, and we will con- 
clude the bargain without loſs of time. In the mean 
while, good day to you. [Exit haſtih. 

Dud. Humph !. there's ſomething very odd in all 
this——let me ſee what we've got here This pa- 
per is to tell me who he is, and what are his terms: 
in the name of wonder, why has he fealed it 
Hey -day! what's here? two. bank - notes of a hun- 
dred each! I cann't comprehend what this means 

Hold; here's a writing; perhaps that will ſhew me. 
Accept this trifle; purſue your fortune, and proſ- 
per.” Am I in a dream? Is this a reality? 
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SCENE LIIL. 


Enter Major O'FLantaTty. 


0'Fla. Save you, my dear! Is it you now that 
are Captain Dudley, I would aſk? Whuh ! 
what's the hurry the man's in? If tis the lad that 
ran out of the ſhop you would overtake, you might 
as well ſtay where youare; by my ſoul he's as nim- 
ble as a Croat, you are a full hour's march in his 
rear—Ay, faith, you may as well turn back, and 
give over the purſuit, Well, Captain Dudley, if 
that's your name, there's a letter for you. Read, 
man; read it; and I'll have a word with you after 
you have done. 

Dad. More miracles on foot! So, ſo, from Lady 
Ruſport. 
0'Fla. You're right; it's from her ladyſhip. 
Dud. Well, fir, I have caſt my eye over it; tis 
ſhort and peremptory ; are Fu acquainted with the 
contents ? 

O Fla. Not at all, my dear; not at all. 

Dud. Have you any meſſage from Lady Ruſport? 

0 Fla. Not a ſyllable, honey; only, when you've 
digeſted the letter, I've a little bit of a . to 
deliver you from myſelf. 

Dud. And may I beg to know who yourſelf is? 

O Fla. Dennis O'Flaherty, at your ſervice; a 
poor major of grenadiers; nothing better. 

Dud. So much for your name and title, fir; now 
be ſo good to favour me with your meſſage. | 

0'Fla. Why then, captain, I muſt tell you I have 
promiſed Lady Ruſport you ſhall do whatever it is 
ſhe bids you do in that letter there, 
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Dud. Ay, indeed; have you undertaken ſo much, 
major, without knowing either what the commands, 
or what I can perform ? | 

O Fla. That's your concern, my dear, not mine; 
I muſt keep my word, you know. 

Dua. Or elſe, I ſuppoſe, you and I muſt meaſure 
{words. 

O Fla. Upon my ſoul, you're hit it. 

Dud. That would hardly anſwer to either of us: 
you and I have, probably, had enough of fighting 
In our time before now. 

'O'Fla. Faith and troth, Maſter Dudley, you may 
ſay that: tis thirty years, come the time, that I have 
followed the trade, and in a pretty many countries, 
Let me ſee—In the war before laſt I ſerved inthe 
Iriſh brigade, d'ye ſee; there, after bringing off the 
French monarch, I left his ſervice, with a Britiſh 
bullet in my body, and this ribband in my button- 
hole. Laſt war I followed the fortunes of the Ger- 
man eagle, in the corps of grenadiers ; there I had 
my belly full of fighting, and a plentiful ſcarcity of 
every thing elſe. After fix-and-twenty engage- 
ments, great and ſmall, 1 went off, with this gaſh 
on my ſcull, and a kiſs of the Empreſs Queen's ſweet 
hand, (Heaven bleſs it!) for my pains. Since the 
peace, my dear, I took a little turn with the Con- 
federates there in Poland—but ſuch another ſet of 
madcaps !—by the lord Harry, I never knew what 
it was they were ſcuffling about. 

Dud. Well, major, I won't add another action 
to the liſ.- ou ſhall keep your promiſe with Lady 
Ruſport; ſhe requires me to leave London; I ſhall 
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goin a few days, and you may take what credit 
you pleaſe from my compliance. 

0 Fla. Give me your hand, my dear boy! This 
will make ker my own : when that's the caſe, we 
ſhall be brothers, you Mien and we'll ſhare her 

fortune between us. 
| Dud. Not ſo, major: the man who marries Lady 
Ruſport will have a fair title to her whole fortune 
without divifion. But, I hope, your expectations 
of prevailing are founded upon good reaſons. 

0 Fla. Upon the beſt grounds in the world. Firſt, 
I think ſhe will comply, becauſe the is a woman: 
ſecondly, I am perſuaded ſhe won't hold out long, 
becauſe ſhe's a widow: and thirdly, I make ſure of 
her, becauſe I've married five wives (en militaire, 
captain,) and never failed yet; and, for what I know, 
they're all alive and merry at this very hour. 

Dud. Well, fir, go on and proſper; if you can 
inſpire Lady Ruſport with half your charity, I ſhall 
think you deſerve all her fortune: ar preſent, I muſt 
beg your excuſe ; good morning to you. [ Exit. 

Ola. A good ſenfible man, and very much of a 
ſoldier: I did not care if I was better acquainted 
with him : but 'tis an awkward kind of country for 
that; the Engliſh, I obſerve, are eloſe friends, but 
diſtant acquaintance. I ſuſpect the old lady has not 
been over generous to poor Dudley: I ſhall give 
her a little touch about that: upon my ſoul, I know 
but one excuſe a perſon can have for giving nothing 
—and that is, like myſelf, having nothing to give. 
[ Exit, 
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SCENE IX. 


Changes to Lady Rvgronr's Honſe. A 88 


Miſs Rus von x and Lvor. 


Char. Well, Lucy, you've diflodged the old lad 

at laſt : but methought you was a tedious time about 
It. . 
Lucy. A tedious time indeed; I think they who 
have leaſt to ſpare, contrive to thiow the moſt away; 
I thought I ſhould never have got he out of the 
houſe. 

Char. Why, ſhe's as deliberate in e every 
article of her dreſs, as an ambaſſador would be in 
ſettling the preliminaries of a treaty. 


Lucy. There was a new hood and handkerchief 


that had come expreſs from Holborn-hill on the oc- 
caſion, that took as much time in adjuſting 

Char. As they did in making, and ſhe was as 
vain of them as an old maid of a young lover. 

Lucy. Or a young lover of himſelf. Then, ma- 
dam, this being a viſit of great ceremony to a per- 
ſon of diſtinction, at the Weſt end of the town, the 
old ſtate chariot was dragged forth on the occafion, 
with ſtrict charges to dreſs out the box with the leo- 
pard-ſkin hammer-clotb. 

Char. Yes, and to hang the falſe tails en the mi- 
ſerable ſtumps of the old crawling cattle. Well, 
well, pray Heaven thecrazy affair don't break down 
again with her—at leaſt till ſhe gets to her journey“ 
end !—— But where's Charles Dudley? Run down, 
dear girl, and be ready to let him in: I think he's 
as long in coming as ſhe was in going. 


E 
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Luey. Why, indeed, madam, you ſeem the more 
alert of the two, I muſt ſay. Exit 

Char. Now the deuce take the girl for putting 
that notion ime my head |! I'm ſadly afraid Dudley 
does not like me: fo much encouragement as L have 
given him to declare himſelf, I never could get a 
word from him on the ſubject. This may be very 
honourable, but upon my life it's very provoking. 
By the way, I wonder how I look to-day : Oh, 
ſhockingly ! hideouſly pale! like a witch! This is 
the old lady's glaſs; and ſhe has left ſome of het 
wtinkles on it. How frightfully have I put on my 
cap! all awry! and my hair dreſs d ſounbecoming- 
ly! 8 I'm a moſt complete fright. 


S nm AS. 
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SCENE _X. 


Crnartes Dupizy comes in unobſerved. - 


Charles. That 1 deny. 

Ghar. Ah! 

Charles. Quarrelling with your aus, coufin,? 
Make it up; make it up, and be friends: at cannot 
compliment you more than by reflefting you as you 
are. | | 


Char. Well, I vow, my dear Charles, that is de- 
lightfully ſaid, and deſerves my very beſt curtſey: 
your flattery, like a rich jewel, has a value not only 
from its fuperior luſtre, but from its extraordinary 
ſcarceneſs; I verily think this is the only civil ſpeech 
you ever directed to my perſon in your life. 
Charles, And Lough to aſk pardon of your good 

ſenſe for having done it now. ; 
C 
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Char. Nay, now you relapſe again: don't you 
know, if you keep well with a woman on the great 
ſcore of beauty, ſhe'll never quarrel with you on the 
trifling article of good ſenſe? But any thing ſerves 
to fill up a dull yawning hour with an infipid cou- 
fin; you have brighter moments, and warmer ſpi⸗ 
rits, for che dear girl of your heart. 

Char. Oh, fie upon you, fie upon you! 

Char. You bluſh, and the reaſon is apparent; 
you are a novice in hypocriſy; but no practice can 
make a viſit of ceremony paſs for a viſit of choice: 
love is ever before its time ; friendſhip is apt to lag 
a little after it: pray, Charles, did you make any 
extraordinary haſte hither ? 

Charles. By your queſtion, I ſee you acquit me 
of the impertinence of being in love. 

Char. But why impertinence? Why the imperti- 
nence of being in love? You have one language for 
me, Charles, and another for the woman of your 
affection. 

Charles. You are laben: the woman of my 
affection ſhall never hear any other language from 
me than what I uſe to you. 

- Char. I am afraid then you'll never make your- 
ſelf underſtood by her. 

Charles. It is not fit I ſhould; there is no need of 
love to make me miſerable; tis s wretchedneſs enough 
to be a beggar. 
© Char. A beggar, do you call yourlelf ? O char 
les, Charles, rich in every merit and accompliſh- 
ment, whom may you not aſpire to? And why think 
you ſo unworthily of our ſex, as to conclude there 


— 
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is not one to be found with ſenſe to diſcern your wir- 
me, and generoſity to reward it? 

Charles. You diſtreſs 1 me; I muſt dae. hear no 
more. 

Char. Well, I can be filent,.— Thus tein he 
always ſerve 'me, whenever I am about to — 
myſelf to him. 

Charles. Why do you not baniſh me and my wis- 
fortunes from ever from your thoughts? 

Char. Ay, wherefore do I not, ſince you never 
allowed me a place in yours? But go, fir, I have no 
right to ſtay you; go where your heart directs you; 
go to the happy, the diſtinguiſhed fair one. | 

Charles. Naw, by all that's good, you do me 


wrong; there 1s no ſuch fair one for me to go to; 


nor have I an acquaintance among the ſex, yourſelf 
excepted, which anſwers to that cm rag . 


Cbar. Indeed! 


Charles. In very truth: there then let us * the 
ſubject. May you be happy, though I never can. 

Char. O Charles! give me your hand: if I have 
offended you, I aſk your pardon: you have been 
long acquainted with my temper, and know how to 
bear with its infirmaties. 

Charles. Thus, my dear Charlotte, let us ſcal our 


reconciliation.—[ Kifing her hand. ]J-——Bear with 


thy infirmities! By Heaven, I know not any obe 


failing in thy whole compoſition, except that of tdb 
great a partiality for an undeſerving man. 1 
Char. And you are now taking the very courſe 
to augment that failing. A thought ſtrikes me: I 
have a commiſfion that you muſt abſolutely execute 


tor me; I have immediate occaſion for the ſum of - 


C 2 
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two hundred pounds: you know my fortune is ſhy 
up till I am of age; take this paltry box (it con- 
tains my ear · rings, and ſome other baubles I have 
no uſe for), carry it to our oppoſite neighbour, Mr, 
Stockwell L don't know where elſe to apply), leave 
it as a depoſit in his hands, and beg him to accom. 
modate me wick the ſum. 
. Charks. Dear Charlotte, what are you about to F 
do? How can you poſſibly want two hundred 
. Char. How can I poſſibly do without it, you 
mean? Doesn't every lady want two hundred 
pounds Perhaps I have loſt it at play: perhaps 
I mean to win as much to it; perhaps I want it for 
two hundred different uſes. & 
bares. rt, ua unn don't WM 1, 
I know you never play? | 
Char. You miſtake; I have a | ſie to ſet not 
only this trifle, but my whole fortune, upon a ftake; 
-——— therefore make no wry faces, but do as I bid 
vou: you will find Mr. Stock well a very honourable 


* 
o 
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— — — 


Lvcv enters in hafte. 
Lacy. Dear madam, as I hve, here comes the old 
lady in a hackaey-coach. 

War. The: old! chariot has given her a ; ſecond 
4bmible: away with you; you know your way out 
without meeting her: take POO and do as I de- 
Are you. 5 

Aer. I mat not Aiſpure your orders, Fare- 
ä weil. . 
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SCENE Xt. . 
Enter Lab kes. . on ne or. 
Fre Ars arm. 2 
O'Fla. Reſt yourſelf upon my arm; never ee 
it; tis ſtrong enough : it has ſtood harder ſervice 
than you can put it 40. 

Lucy. Merey upon me, what ute bert Tk 
frighten'd out of my wits : hay a be * wi 
accident? 

L. Raſ. © Lucy ! the moſt untoward one in w- 
ture: I know not how T ſhall repair it. K 

0'Fla. Never go about 10 repair it, my lady; 
&'n buil& a new nn * . — 
buſineſs at beſt. _ 

' Lury. Blefs me, is the al e broke down 
with you again ? n 

TZ. Nuſ. Broke, child? I don't know what * 
hve been broke, if, by great good fortune, this 
obliging en _ not _ at hand to aſſiſt 
me. 

Lucy. Der sd et me run and be- you a 
cup of the cordial drops. 

Z. Ruſ. Do, Lucy. | Bias?" fir ever fince I loſt 
my huſband, my poor nerves have been ſhook to 
pieces: there hangs his beloved picture: that pre- 
cious relic, and a plentiful jointure, is all that re- 
mains to confole me ſor the beſt of men. 

0 Fla. Let me ſee: i'faich a comely perſonage; 
by his fur doak 1 ſuppoſe he was in the Ruſhan 
GEL mort, the gold chain round his neck, 1 
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ſhould gueſs he had been honoured witk the order ct 
St. Catharine. _. 

L. Ru. No, no: he meddled with no St. Catha. 
rines: that's the habit he wore in his mayoralty; 
Sir Stephen was lord-mayor of London: but he is 
gone, and has left me a poor, weak, ſolitary widow 
behind him, 

0 Fla. By all means, then, take a me, able, 
hearty man to repair his loſs: if ſuch a plain fellow 
as one Dennis O'Flaherty can pleaſe you, I think I 
may venture to ſay, without any diſparagement to 
the gentleman. in the fur-gown there 
IL. Ruf. What are you going to ſay ?. Don't ſhock 
my ears with any compariſon, L deſire. 
Fla. Not I, by my ſoul; I don't believe there's 


an compariſon in the caſe, 


L. Rig. Oh, are you came? Gize me Nur 


| I'm all in a Sutter. 


O Fla. Hark'e; ſweetheart, 1 are hath ſame 
drops? have you any more left in the bottle? I 
did'nt care if I took a little fip of them myſelf, 

Luey. Oh, fir, they are called the cordial refto- 
rative elixir, or the nervous golden hi ; they are 
only for ladies“ caſes. + 

O Fla. Ves, yes, my dear, there are-ge ntlemen 2s 
well as ladies that ſtand in need of thoſe ſame gol- 
den drops; they'd ſuit my caſe to a title. 

L. Ruf. Well, major, did you give old Dudley 
my letter; and will the filly man do as I bid him, 
and be gone? 

O'Fla. You are-obeyed ; he's on his march. 

TL. Ruf. That's well; you have managed this 
matter to perfection; I didn't think he would have 


been ſo eaſily prevailed upon, 
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0'Fla. At the firſt word; no difficulty in life; 
'twas the very thing he was- determined to do, be- 
fore I came: I never met a more obliging gentle- 
man- 

L. Ruſ. Well, tis no matter: fo Iam but rid of 
kim, and his diſtreſſes: would you believe it, Ma- 
jor O'Flaherty, it was but this morning he ſent 2 
begging to me for money to fit him out upon ſome 
wild-gooſe expedition to * coaſt of Ms; I now 
not where. 

O Fla. Well, you ſcar him what & ID 

L. Ruf. I ſent him what he deſeryed, a flat re- 
wat 
Fla. You refuſed him * 

IL. Ruſ. Moſt undoubtedly. n 

O Fla. You ſent him nothing! ; 
L. Ruſ. Not a ſhilling. 8 

G. G morning to you Your ſervant—— 
90 [Going 

L. Ruß. Hey-day! what ails the — where are 
you going? 

O Fla. Out of your 1 ene roof folk 


on my head—to poor, Dudley, to ſhare the little 
modicum that thirty years hard ſervice has left me; 


I wiſh it was more, for his ſake: 

IL. Rufſ. Very well, fir; take your courle-: 4 
ſha'n't attempt to ſtop you: I ſhall ſurvive it; 
will not break my heart if I never ſee you more. 

O Fla. Break your heart! No, o' my conſcience 


will it not, —You preach, and you pray, and you 


turn up your eyes, and all the while you're as hard- 
hearted aan hyena—An byena, truly! By my ſoul, 


| 
| 


50 PHE WEST INDIAN. 
there im't in the whole creation ſo ſavage an ani- 
tial as a human creature without pity. [Fri 
L. Ruſ. A Ryena, truly! Where did the fellow 
blunder upon that word? Now the deuce take him 
for age * and hy Macaronies for inventing it! 
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* ACT II. SCENE J. 
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A Room in STOCxWELL's Houſe. Enter Srocx- 
nn and Bz1icous. 


Stockwell. 


Granny me ſo far, however, Mr. Belcour, as to 
fee Miſs Ruſport ; carry her the ſum ſhe wants, and 
return the poor girl her box of diamonds, which 
Dudley left in my hands; yo know what to ſay on 
the occaſion better than I de: that part of your 


vommiffion I leave to your own diſcretion, and you 


may ſea ſon it with what gallantry you think fit. 
Hel. You could not have pitch'd upon a greater 
dungler at Lallentry chan myſelf, if you had rum- 


mag d every company in the city, and the whole 


court of aldermen into the bargain: part of your 
errand, however, I will do; but whether it ſhall be 
with an HI grace or a good one, depends upon the 
eaprice of a moment, the humour of the lady, the 
mode of our meeting, and a thouſand undefinable 
Imall eircumſtances that nevertheleſs determine us 
upon all the great occaſions of life. 

- Stock. 1 perſuade myfelf you will find Miſs Ruf- 


port an ingenuous, worthy, animated girl. 
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way into his pockets. its [£xit. 
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Bel. Why I like her the better, as a woman; but 
name her not to me as a wife! No, if ever I marry, 
i maſt be a ſtaid. ſober, conſiderate damſel, with 
blood in her veins as cold as 2 turtle's; quick of 
ſcent as a yulture when danger's in the wind ; wary 
and ſharp-ſighted as a hawk when wreachery* s on 
foot : with ſuch a companion at my elbow, for ever 
whiſpering in my ear - have q; care of this man, he's 
a cheat; don't go near that woman, ſhe's a jilt; 
over head there's a ſcaffold, under foot there's a well: 
Oh! fir, ſuch a woman might lead me up and down 
this great city withaut difficulty or danger; but with 
a girl of Maſs Ruſport's complexion, heaven and 
earth, fir! we ſhould: be dup'd, undone, and dif. 
tracted in a fortnight. 

Seca. Ha, ha, ha! Why you are became: wpn- 
drous circumſpect of a ſudden, pupil; and if yo 
can find ſuch a prudent damſel as you deſcribe, you 
have my conſent—only beware how you chooſe; 
diſcretion is not the reigning quality amongſt the 
fine ladies of the preſent time; and I thiak in Miſs 
Ruſport's particular I have given you no bad coun- 


Bel. Well, well, if you'll fetch me the jewels, I 


believe 1 can undertake to carry them to her; but 


as for the money, LIl have nothing to do with 4 
Dudley would be the fitteſt ambaſſador on that oc- 
caſion; and, if I miſtake pot, the moſt agreeable to. 


the lady. 
Stock. Why, indeed, from what I know of the 


matter, it may nat improperiy he deſlined to find its 
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Bel. Then, depend upon it, theſe are not the only 
trinkets ſhe means to dedicate to Captain Dudley. 
As for me, Stockwell indeed wants me to marry x 
but till J can get this bewitching girl, this i incog. 


nita, out of my head, I can never n of any other 
woman. 


Bae Servant, and delivers a: Letter, 


Hey-day! Where can I have picked up a correſpond- 
ent already? "Tis a moſt execrable manuſcript— 
Let me fee—Martha Fulmer—Who is Martha. Ful. 
mer? Pſhaw! I won't be at the trouble of decy- 
phering her damn'd pot-hooks. Hold, hold, hold; 
what have we got here? 
Dax Six, - 

© I've diſcover'd the lady you was fo much ſmitten 
with, and can procure you an interview wittr her; if 
you can be as generous to a pretty girl as you was 
to a paltry old captain,” how did ſhe find that out? 

* you need not deſpair ; ; come to me immediately ; 
the lady is now in my houſe, and expects you. 

© Yours; 

| * MaxTrHa Fururx.“ 
oO thou dear, lovely, and enchanting paper, which 
I was about to tear into a thouſand ſcraps, devoutly 
1 entreat thy pardon : I have flighted thy contents, 
which are delicious; flander'd thy characters, which 
are divine; and all the atonement I can make is im- 
plicitly to obey thy mandates. 


STOCK WELL. returns; 


Stock. Mr. Belcour, here are the jewels; this let- 
ter encloſes bills for the money; and, if you will 
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deliver it to Miſs Ruſport, you'll have no farther 
trouble on that ſcore. 

Bel. Ah, fir! the letter which I have been read- 
ing diſqualifies me for delivering the letter which 
you have been writing: I have other game on foot; 
the lovelieſt girl my eyes ever feaſted upon is ſtatted 
in view, and the world cannot now divert me from 
purſuing her. 

Stock. Hey-day ! What has turned Ou thus: on a 
ſudden ? 

Bel. A woman:: one that can n and overturn 
me and my tottering refolutions every way ſhe will. 
Oh, fir, if. this is folly in me, you. muſt rail at na- 
ture: you muſt chide the ſun, that was vertical at 
my birth, and would not wink upon my nakedneſs, 
but ſwaddled me in the broadeſt, hotteſt glare of his 
meridian beams. 

Stock, Mere rhapſody ; mere ckildiſh rhapſody ; 
the libertine's familiar plea——Nature made us, tis 
true, but weare the . creators of our own 
faults and follies. 

Bel. Sir! 

_ Stock. Slave of every face you: . ſome huffy 
has inveigled you, ſome handſome profligate, (the 
town is full of them; ), and, when once fairly bank- 
rupt in conſtitution, as well as fortune, nature no 
longer ſerves as your excuſe for being vicious; ne- 
ceſſity, perhaps, will Rand-yous friend, and you'll. 

Bel. You are ſerere. 

Stock. It fits me to be ſo—it well becomes a fa 
her I would ſay a friend How ſtrangely I 
forget myſel— Hop difficult it is to counterfeit in- 
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difference, and put a mafk upon the heart Ie 
ſtruck him hard; he reddens. 

BA. How could you tempt me ſo? Had you not 
inadvertently dropped the name of father, I fear 
our friendſhip, ſhort as it has been, would ſcarce 
have held me But even your miſtake I reverence 
Give me your hand—'tis over. 

Stock. Generous young man——let me embrace 


-you—How Mall 1 hide my tears? I have been to 


blame; becauſe I bore you the affection of a father, 
1 rafbly took up the authority of one. TI afk your 


' pardon—purſue your courfe; Ihave no right to ſtop 
1—— What would you have me do with cheſe 


things? 
Bel. This, if I might adviſe; earry the money to 


Miß Ruſport immechiately; never let generofity 


wait for its materials; that part of the bufinels 
Give me che jewels ; PH find an opportu- 


nity of delivering them into her hands; and your 
«vii may pave the way for my reception. Bai. 


Stock. Be it ſo: good morning to you. Farewell 
advice! Away goes he upon the wing for pleaſure. 


What various paflions he awakens in me! He 


' pains, yet pleaſes me; affrights, offends, yet grows 
vpon my heart. His very falling ſet him off—for 


ever treſpaſſing, for ever atoning, I almoſt think 
He would not be fo perfect, were he free from fault: 


I I muſt diſſemble longer; and yet how painful the 


experiment !—Even naw he's gone upon ſome wild 
adventure ; and who can tefl what miſchief may 


- Sefall him? O nature, what it is to be a father ! 
Juſt ſuch a thoughtleſs headlong ching was T when 
A beguiled his mother into love. * LEM. 
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SCENE IE. 


P ²˙ . ͤ —¹ͤuu;.. ͤ 


Changes to Fuzmzz's Houſe. Enter F ULMEA and 
bis Wife. | 


Ful. I tell you, Patty, you are a fool n 
of bringing him and Miſs Dudley together; twill 
ruin every thing, and blow your whole ſcheme up. 
to the moon at once. 

* Mrs. Ful. Why, ſure, Mr. Fulmer, I may be 
allowed to rear a chicken of my own hatching, as 
they ſay. Who firſt ſprung the thought but I, 

pray? Who firſt contrived the plot? Who prope. 
ed the leer, but I, 112 | 
Ful. And who dogg'd the gentleman Bek Who. 
found out his name, fortune, connection; that he 
was a Weft Indian, freſh landed, and full of caſh ;. 

a gull to our heart's content; a hot-brain'd, bead. 
long fpark, that would run into our trap, like a, 
wheat - ear under a turf ? | 

Mrs. Ful. Hark! he's come: diſappear, march;. 
and leave the field open to my machinations. 

| [Exit Fulmer. 


* SCENE III. 


Bx1covk enters to Ber. 


Bel. O, thou dear miniſter to my happineſs, let 
me embrace thee! Why, thou art my polar Raz, 


my propitious conſtellation, by which I navigate 
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my impatient bark into the port of pleaſure and de. 
ght. 

Mrs. Ful. Oh, you men are ly creatures! Do 
you remember now, you cruel, what you ſaid to me 
this morning? 

Bel. All a jeſt, a frolic; never think on't; bury 
it for ever in oblivion; thou! why thou art all 
over nectar and ambroſia, powder of pearl and 
odour of roſes; thou haſt the youth of Hebe, the 
beauty of Venus, and the pen of Sappho; but, in 
the name of all that's. lovely, where's the lady ? I 
expected to find her with you. 

Mrs. Ful. No doubt you did, and theſe raptures 
were deſigned for her; but where have you loiter- 
ed? the lady's gone,. you are too late; girls of her 
ſort, are not to be kept waiting like negro flaves in 
your ſugar plantations. 

Bel. Gone! whither is ſhe gone? tell me that I 
may follow her. 

Mrs. Ful. Hold, hold, not ſo faſt, young gen- 
tleman, this is a caſe of ſome delicacy ; ſhou'd Cay- 
tain Dudley know that. I introduced you to his 
daughter, he is a man of ſuch. ſcrupulous ho- 
nour 

Bel. What do you tell me! is ſhe daughter to the 
old gentleman I met here this morning? 

Mrs. Ful. The: ſame; bin vou was ſo generous 
to. 

Bel. There's an and of the matter then at once; 
it ſhall never be ſaid of me, that I took the advan- 
tage of the father's: neceſſities to trepan the daugh- 

ter. | OP 
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Mrs. Ful. So, ſo, I've made a wrong caſt; he's 
ene of your conſcientious ſinners I find; but I 
won't loſe him thus——Ha, ha, ha! 

Bel. What is it you laugh at? 

Mrs. Ful. Your abſolute inexperience : have you 
hved ſo very little time in this country, as not to 
know that between young people of equal ages the 


term of fiſter often is a cover for that of miſtreſs ? 


This young lady is, in that-ſenſe of the word, ſiſ- 


ter to young Dudley, and conſequently daughter to. 
my old lodger. 


Bel. Indeed! are you ſerious? 


' Mrs. Ful. Can you doubt it? I muſt * 
pretty well aſſur d of that before I invited you hi- 


ther. 
Bel. That's true; ſhe cannot Ko a woman of ho- 


nour, and Dudley is an unconſcionable young 


rogue to think of keeping one fine girl in pay, by 


raiſing contributions on another; he ſhall therefore 
give her up; the is a dear, bewitching, miſchievous, 
little devil; and he ſhall poſitively give her up. 

Mrs. Ful. Ay, now the freak has taken you 


again; I ſay, give her up; there's one . 


and certain of ſueceſs. 

Bel. What's that? 

Mrs. Ful. Out- bid him, never dream of out- 
bluſtering him; buy out his leaſe of poſſeſſion, 
and leave her to manage his ejectment. 

Bel. Is ſhe fo venal? — fear me then; when 
beauty is the purchaſe, I ſha'n't think much of the 


rice. 5 | (\ k 
: Mrs. Ful. All things, then, will be made eaſy 
enough: let me ſee; ſome little genteel preſent to 
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begin with: what have you got about you? Ay, 
feaveh;; I can beſtow it to advantage; there's no 
time to be loft. 

Bel. Hang it, confound it; a plague upon't, fay 
I. Thav'n't a guinea left in my packet; I parted 
from my whole ſtock here this morning, and have 
forget to ſupply myſelf ſince, 

Mrs. Hul. Mighty well; let it paſs then - there's 
an end; think no more of the lady, that's all. 
Bel. Diſtraſtion ! think no mare of her? Let me 
his ſtep home and provide myſelſ. I be back 
with you in an inflane. 

Mrs. Ful. Pooh, pook! that's a wretched. hilt: 
Have yeu nothing of value about you? Money's a 
coarſe ſlovenly vehicle, fit only to bribe electors in 
2 gh; there are more' graceful ways af pur- 
chafing a lady's favours; rings, trinkets, jewels ! 
Bal. Jewels! Gadſo, I prateft I had: forgot: I 

ave a caſe of jewels; hut they won't da, I muſt - 
not part from them; no, na, they. are mem iu 
ed; they are none of my aWn, 
Au. Fuk Lab nin fon, os me ſee! Ay, now, | 
chis were ſomething- like: pretty creatures, how 
they ſparkle! theſe would enn tuecels 

Hel. Indeed! 

Mes. Ful. Theſe weald make her your onn for 
er. 

Bel. Then che daveatohe. oo for * to 
another perſon! I could find in my hean to give 

em the girl, and ſwear P ve loft them. 
Mrs. Ful. Ay, do; ſay they were flolen out of 


your Pocket. 
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Bel. No, hang it, that's diſhonaurable + here, 
give me the paltry things, I'll give you an * 

my merchant for double their value. 

Mrs. Ful. An order! No; des Gaps wgite- 
ders upon merchants, with their value received, and 
three days grace; their noting, proteſting, and en- 
dorfing, and all their counting-houſe formalities 3 
I'll have nothing to do with them: leave your dia- 
monds with me, and give your order for the value 
of them to the owner: the money would be as good 
as the trinkets, I warrant you. 

Bel. Hey! how! I n{vay thought ef that: but a 
breach of truſt ; tis impoſſible; I never can con» 
ſent ; therefore, give me the jewels back again. 

Mrs. Ful. Take em: I am now 3 
lady is in this houſe. , 

Bel. In this houſe? 

Mrs. Ful. Ves, fir, in An Dunks 
of that? You have got what you like better; your 
toys, your trinkets. Go, go: ob! you're-a man of 
a notable ſpirit, are you not? 

Bel. Provoking creature! bring me to the fighe 
er eee 
think fit. 

Mrs. Ful. And of the diamonds too? 

Bel. Damn 'em, I would there was not ſuch a 
bauble in nature! But come, come, diſpatch if 
had the throne of Dchli, I ſhould give it to her. 

Mrs. Ful. Swear to me then what you will keep. 
within bounds; remember, ſhe paſſes for the ſiſter 
of young Dudley. Oh! if you come to your flights 
and your rhapſodies, ſhe'll be off in an inſtant. 

Bel. Never fear me. 
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Me.. Ful. You muſt expect to hear her talk of 


her father, as ſhe-calls him, and her brother, and 
your bounty to her family. 

Bel. Ay, ay, never mind what ſhe talks of, only 
bring her. 

| Mrs. Ful. You'll be prepared upon that head 

Bel. I ſhall be * never fear: away with 
yours 57 
Mrs. Ful. But hold, I had forgot: not a word 
of the diamonds; leave * matter to my manage» 
ment. 

Bel. Hell and vexation Get out of the room, 
or I ſhall run diſtracted. [ Exit Mrs. Fulmer.] Of 
a certain, Belcour, thou art born to be the fool of 
woman: ſure no man fins. with. ſo much repen- 
tance, or repents with ſo little amendment, as I 
do. I cannot give away another perſon” 5 property; 
honour forbids. me: and I poſitively. cannot give up 
the girl; love, paſſion, conſtitution, every thing 
proteſts. againſt that. How ſhall I decide? I can- 
not bring myſelf to break a truſt, and I am not at 
preſent in the humour to baulk my inclination. Is 
there no middle way? Let me confider—There is, 
there is: my good genius has preſented me with 
one; apt, obvious, honourable: the girl ſhall not 
go without her baubles—T'll not go without the girl 

— Miſs Ruſport ſha'n't loſe her diamonds— I Il fave 
Dudley from deftruftion—and. every party ſball be 
a gainer by the project. 
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' SCENE IT. 


Enter Mrs. Fulmzs, introducing Miſe. Dvvu Ly. 


Mrs. Ful. Miſs Dudley, this is the worthy gen- 
tleman you wiſh to ſee; this is Mr. Belcour. 

Louiſa. As. live, the very man, that beſet me in 
the ſtreets! | ' [Afides 

Bel. An angel, by this. light ! Oh, Lam gone 
paſt all retrieving! | | [Afede. 
Lou. Mrs. Fulmer, fir, informs me you are the 
gentleman from whom my father has. received ſuch 
civilities. 

Bal. Oh! never name em. 

Low. Pardon me, Mr. Belecur, they muſt be vock 
er and remembered; and if my father was here 

Bel. I am much bener pleaſed with * it | 
tative. 

Lov. That Oy: is my brother's, fr; I have a8 
n colin. 

Bel. I believe it. ; 

Lou. But as neither he nor my * for- 

tunate enough to be at Rows, I could not reſiſt the 
oppontunity— 
Bel. Nor ] neither, by my ſoul, a let us 
improve it, therefore. L am in love with you to diſ- 
traction; I was charmed at the firſt glance; I at- 
tempted to accoſt you; you fled, I followed; but 
was defeated: of an interview: at length I bave ob- 
tained one, and ſeize the opportunity of caſting my 
perſon and my fortune at your feet. 

Lou. You aftoniſh me. Are you in your ſenſes, 
or do you make a jeſt of my misfortunes ? Do yaw 
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ground pretences on your generoſity, or do you 
make a practice of this folly vith every woman you 
meet ? 

Bel. Upon my life, no: as you are che handſomeſt 
woman I ever met, ſo you are the firſt to whom 1 
ever made the like proſeſſions: as for my genero- 
ficy, madam, I muſt refer you on that ſcore to this 
good lady, who I believe has ſomething to offer in 
my behalf. | 

Lau. Don't build upon chat, fir; I muſt have 
detter proofs of your generoſity, than the mere di- 
zeſtment ot a little ſuperſhuaus draſs, before I can 
credit the ſincerity of a profeſſion ſo abruptly deli- 
vered. - LZxit haſbily. 

Bel. — yolieliva, how her anger ani- 
mates her beauty t [uin out. 

Art. Fl. Stay, fir; if you ſtir a ſtep after her, 
I renounce your wiereſt for ever: why you'll ruin 
every thing. 

Bel. Well, I muſt Web e 1 
ſee ſhe underſtands her own value, though; a little 


ſuperfluous droſb, truly ! She muſt have —— 


of my generofity. | 
Mrs. Ful. Tis exactly as I told pg your mo- 


ney ſhe calls droſs; ſhe's too proud to ſtain her fin- 
gers with your coin: bait your honk well with jew- 
els; try that experiment, and ſhe's yaur own. 
Bel. Take em; let em go; lay em at her feet; 
I muſt get out of the ſcrape as I can; ny propenfity 
is ĩrreſiſtible: there; you have em; they are your's;, 
they are hers ;. but remember they are a:truſt : 1 
commit them to ber keeping till I can buy em off 
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with ſomething ſhe ſhall think more valuable; now 
tell me when ſhall IJ meet her? 

Mrs. Ful. How can I tell that? Don't you ſee 
what an alarm you've put her into? Oh, you're 4 
rare ane! But go your ways for this while; leave 
her to my management, and come to me at ſeven 
this evening; but remember not to bring empty 
pockets with you-—Ha,, ha, ha! { Excunt ſeverally. 


Aa 


SCENE.) / We? 


Lady Rusroxr's Houſe. Enter Miſe Rvuzronr, 
followed. by a Servant. 


2 Defire Mr. Stockwell to walk in. 
(Eu Serv, 


Enter SrocxwzII. 


| Stock. Madam, your moſt obedient ſervant : I am 
honoured with your commands, by Captain Dudley, 
and have brought the money with me as you direct- 
ed; I underſtand the fum you have oocaſioa for is 
two hundred pounds. 
_ Cher. It is, fir; I am quite confouuded at your 
taking this trouble upon yourſelf, Mr. Stockwell. 

Stoct. There is a bank- note, madam, to the a- 
mount: your je weh are in ſafe hands, and will be 
delivered to you directly. If I had been happy in 
being better known to you, I ſhould have hoped 


depoſit in my hands for fo crifling a ſum as you 


lave now. nequized mes lupply zou with. 


you: wauld not have dmaght it neceflary to place a 
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Char. The baubles I ſent you may very well be 
ſpared ; and, as they are the only ſecurity in my 
preſent ſituation I can give you, 1 could wiſh you 
would retain them in your hands: when 1 am of 
age (which, if I live a few months, I ſhall 1 
will replace your favour with thanks. 

Stock. It is obvious, Miſs Ruſport, that your 
charms will ſuffer no impeachment by the abſence 
of thoſe ſuperficial ornaments; but they ſhould be 
ſeen in the ſuite of a woman of faſhion, not as cre- 
ditors, to whom you are indebted for your appear- 
ance, but as ſubſervient attendants, which help to 
make up your equipage. 

Char. Mr. Stockwell is determined not to wrong 
che confidence I repoſed in his politeneſs. 

Stock. I have only to requeſt, madam, that you 
will allow Mr. Belcour, a young gentleman in whoſe 
happineſs I particularly intereſt myſelf, to have the 
honour of delivering you the box of jewels. 

Char. Moſt gladly; any friend of yours cannot 
fail of being welcome here. 

Stock, I flatter myſelf you will not find him totally 


undeſerving your good opinion; an education, not 


of the ſtricteſt kind, and ftrong animal ſpirits, are 
apt ſometimes to betray him into youthful irregula- 
rities; but an high principle of honour, and an un- 
common benevolence, in the eye of candour will, I 
hope, atone for any faults, by which theſe _ qua- 
lities are not impaired. 

Char. I dare ſay Mr. Belcour' q an wants 
no apology; we've no right to be over ſtrict in can - 
vaſſing the morals of a common acquaintance. 


a dd dS 5 wo bob 
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Stock. I wiſh it may be my happineſs to ſee Mr. 
Beleour in the liſt, not of your common, but parti- 
cular acquaintance—of your friends, Miſs _—_— 
dare not be more explicit. 

Char. Nor need you, Mr. Stockwell: I ſhall be 
Rudious to deſerve his friendſhip; and, though I 
have long fince unakerably placed my affection on 
another, I truſt, I have not left myſelf inſenſible to 
the merits of Mr. Belcour; and hope that neither 
he nor you will, for that reaſon, think me leſs wor- 
thy of your good opinion and regards. 

Stock, Miſs Ruſport, I fincerely wiſh you "AGES 
I have no doubt you have placed your affection on 
a deſerving man; and I have no right to combat 
your choice. [ Exit. 

Char. How honourable is that behaviour ! Now, 
if Charles were here, I ſhould be happy. The old 
lady is ſo fond of her new Iriſh acquaintance, that 
I have the whole houſe at my difpoſal. [ Exit. 


— * 


SCENE 2. 


Enter Bercovx, preceded by a Servant. | 


Serv, I aſk your honour's pardon; I thought my 
young lady was here: who ſhall I inform her would 
ſpeak to her? 

Bel. Belcour is my name, fir; and pray beg y your 
lady to put herſelf in no hurry on my account: for 
I'd ſooner ſee the devil than ſee her face.—[Zxit - 
Ser vant.]—In the name of all that's miſchievous, 
why did Stock yell drive me hither in ſuch haſte? 
A pretty figure, truly, I ſhall make! an ambaſſa- 


Sas without be Plockbead that I was, to 
charge myſelf with her diamonds—officious, med- 
dling puppy ! . Now, they are irretrievably gone: 
that ſuſpicious jade Fulmer wou'da't part even with 
a fight of them, cho I would have ranſomed them at 
twice their value. Now muſt I truſt to my poor 
wits to bring me off: a lamentable dependance. 
Fortune be my helper :——Here comes the girl.— 
If ſhe is noble-minded, as ſhe is ſaid to be, ſhe will 
forgive me if not, tis a loſt cauſe; for 1 have 
not thought of one word in my excuſe. 


—_— I a 8 <td Sad. 4. =. _— 


SCENE VII. 


— 


Enter CHARLOTTE. 


Char. Mr. Belcour, I'm proud to ſee you : your 
Friend, Mr. Stockwell, prepared me to expect this 
honour ; and I am happy in the opportunity of be- 
ing known to you. 

Bel. A fine girl, by my ſoul! Now what a curſed 
hang-dog do I look like! [Afide. 

Char. You are newly arrived i in this country, fir? 

Bel. Juſt landed, madam, juſt ſet a-ſhore, with 
= large cargo of Muſcavado ſugars, rum-puncheons, 
mahogany flabs, wet ſweetmeats, and green paro- 

uets. 
j Char. May I aſk you how you like London, fir. 

Bel. To admiration; I think the town and the 
4owns-folk are exaQtly ſuited : tis a great, rich, 
overgrown, noiſy, tumultuous place: the whole 
morning is a buſtle to get money, and the whole 


_ afternoon: is u hurry to ſpend it. 
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Char. Are theſe all the obſervations you have 


made? 


Bel. No, madam; I have obſerved the women are 
very captivating, and the men very ſoon caught. 
Char. Ay, indeed! Whence do you draw that 


concluſion ? 


Bel. From infa llible guides ; the firſt nk 1 


collect from what 1 now ſee, the ſecond from what 


I now feel. 

Char. Oh, the deuce take you! But, to wave this 
ſubject—I believe, fir, this was a viſit of * 
not compliment: was it not? 

Bel. Ay—now comes on my execution. 

Cbar. You have ſome fooliſh trinkets of mine, 
Mr. Belcour; hav'n't you? 
Bel. No, in truth, they are gone in ſearch of a 
trinket, ſtill more fooliſh than themſelves. . ¶ Afide. 

Char. Some diamonds, I mean, fir. Mr. Stock- 


well informed me you was charged with em. 


Bel. Oh, yes, madam—but I have the moſt trea- 
cherous memory in life—here they are: pray put 
em up; they're all right; you need not examine 


em. | [ Gives @ box. 


Char. Hey-day—right, fir! Why theſe are not 
my diamonds ; theſe are quite different; and, as it 
ſthould ſeem, of much greater value. 

Bel. Upon my life, I'm glad on't; for. then I 
hope you value them more than your own, 

Char. As a purchaſer I ſhould, but not as an 


owner: you miſtake; theſe belong to ſomebody elſe. 


Bel. Tis your's, Pm afraid, that belong to lome- 
D 


body elle. 
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Char. What is it you mean? I muſt inſiſt upon 


your taking 'em back again. 

Bel. Pray, madam, don't do that; I ſhall infal. 
libly loſe them: I have the worſt luck with dia- 
monds of any man living. 

Char. That you might well ſay, was you to give 
me theſe in the place of mine; but pray, fir, what 
is the reaſon of all this? Why have you changed the 
jewels, and where have you diſpoſed of mine? 

Bel. Miſs Ruſport, I cannot invent a lie for my 
life; and, if it was to fave it, I cou'dn't tell one: 


I am an idle, diffipated, unthinking fellow, not 


worth your notice; in ſhort, I am a Weft Indian; 


and you muſt try me according to the charter of my 


colony, not by a jury of Engliſh ſpinſters. The 
truth is, I've given away your jewels ;, caught with 
a pair of ſparkling eyes, whoſe luftre blinded theirs, 
I ſerved your property as I ſhould my own, and la- 
viſhed it away: let me not totally deſpair of your 
forgiveneſs: I frequently do wrong, but never with 
impunity ; if your diſpleaſure is added to my own, 
my puniſhment will be too ſevere. When I parted 
from the jewels, I had not the honour of knowing 
their owner. 

Char. Mr. Been, your Sncecity charms me; I 
enter at once into your character, and I make all 
the allowances for it you can deſire. I take your 
jewels for the preſent, becauſe I know there is no 
other way of reconciling you to yourſelf; but, if I 
give way to your ſpirit in one point, you muſt yield 
30 mine in another; remember, I will not keep 
more than the value of my own jewels ; there is no 
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need to be pillaged by more than one woman at a 
time, ſir. 

Bel. Now, may every bleſſing that can crown 
your virtues, and reward your beauty, be ſhowered 
upon you! May you meet admiration without envy, 
love without jealouſy, and old age without malady ! 
May the man of your heart be ever conſtant, and 
you never meet a leſs penitent or leſs n offen- 
der than myſelf 1 | 


Enter Servant, who delivers a Letter. 


Char. Does your letter require ſuch haſte? 

Serv. I was bade to give it into your own hands, 
madam. 

Cbar. From Charles Dudley, — I your 
permiſſion ? Good Heaven, what do I read! 
Mr. Belcour, you are concerned in this ! Dear 
Charlotte, in the midſt of our diſtreſs, Providence 
has caſt a benefactor in our way, after the moſt un- 
expected manner: a young Weſt Indian, rich, and 
with a warmth of heart peculiar to his climate, has 
refcued my father from his troubles, ſatisfied his 
wants, and enabled himto accompliſh his exchange: 
when I relate to you the manner in which this was 
done, you will be charmed; I can only now add, 
that it was by chance we found out' that his name 
is Belcour, and that he is a friend of Mr, Stock- 
well's. | I loſe not a moment's time, in making you 
acquainted. with this fortunate event, for reaſons 
which delicacy obliges me to ſuppreſs: but, per- 
haps, eres net . N w_ 
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jewels, you will not think it neceſſary nov to do i. 
I have =_ 1 to be, 


| Dear madam, a 
Moſt faithfully yours, 
Crna KLES Dvorey.' 


Is this your doing, fir ? Never was generoſity ſo 
worthily exerted. | 
Bel. Or ſo greatly overpaid. 
Char. After what you have now done for this no- 
ble, but indigent family, let me not ſcruple to un- 
fold the whole ſituation of my heart to you. Know 
then, fir (and don't think the worſe of me for the 
frankneſs of my declaration), that ſuch is my at- 
tachment to the ſon of that worthy officer, whom 
you relieved, that the moment I am of age, and in 
poſſeſſion of my fortune, I ſhould hold myſelf the 
happieſt of women to ſhare it with young Dudley. 
Bel. Say you ſo, madam ? then let me periſh if 
'T don't love and reverence you above all woman- 
kind; and, if ſuch is your generous reſolution, ne 
ver wait till you're of age; life is too ſhort, plea- 
ſure top fugitive ; the ſoul grows narrower every 
hour; I'll equip you for your eſcape ; T1] convey 
you to the man of your heart, and away with you 
chen to the 4irft hoſpitable * * will take 


over O bleſſed be the torrid zone for ever, 
hoſe rapid vepetation quickens nature into fuch 
-bevignity ! Theſe latitudes are made for politics and 
Philoſophy; ftiendſhip has no root in this ſoil. But, 
had I ſpirit to accept your offer, which is not im- 
probable, wou'dn't it be a mortifying thing for 2 
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fond girl to find herſelf miſtaken, and ſent back to 
her home like a vegrant?—and ſuch, for what I 
know, might be my caſe. 

Bel. Than be eught 16:be yroftetbedichsfociety 
of mankind for ever——Ay, ay, tis the ſham ſiſ- 
ter that makes him thus indifferent; twill be a me- 
ritorious office to *. girl out of wing 


| b 2 


SCENE , PILE. cc 
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Serv. — os N28 ens: madam. 

Bel. Who? 

Char. What's the indi Mr. Baleour? n 
frighted at the name of a pretty girl? Tis the ſiſter 
of him we were ſpeaking of —Pray. admit her. 
Bel. The fiſter; So, 16 l he has impoſed on her 
too— This is an extraordinary: viſit, truly. Upon 
my ſoul, — »-7 wrapdey not to be 
accounted for-. 

Char. sg upon your noemunning ay; you) 
be charmed with Louiſa Dudley. 

Bel. Oh, yes, I am charmed with her. 

Cbar. You've ſeen her then, have you? 
Bel. Yes, yes, I've feen her. 
+ Char. Well, ee — 

Bel. Very delightful. 
Cbar. Why, enn was in a court 
of juſtice. O my conſcience, I believe you are 
caught ; I've a notion ſhe has tricked you out of 
your heart.. | a | 
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Bel. I believe ſhe has, and you out of your jew- 
os; ; for, to tell you the truth, ſhe's the very perſon 
I gave em to. 

- Char. You gave her my jewels! Louiſa Dudley 
my jewels? Admirable! inimitable ! Oh, the fy 
little jade! But huſh, here ſhe comes; I don't know 
how I ſhall keep my countenance. | ; 


n Enter Louisa. 
My dear, I'm rejoiced to ſee you: how d'ye do? I 
beg leave to introduce Mr. Belcour, a very worthy 
friend of mine: I believe, Lows, you have-ſeen 
him before. 
Lou, I have met the 3 
Char. You have met the gentleman : well, fir, 
and you have met the lady: in ſhort, you have met 
each other; why then don't you ſpeak toeach other? 
How you both ſtand! tongue-tied, and fixed as ſta- 
e ha, ha! Why you'll fall aſleep by-and- 
by. 
. Low. Fye — you, fre upon you, is this fair ? 
Bel. Upon my ſoul, I never looked ſo like a fool 
in my life: the aſſurance of that girl puts me quite 
down. [ Afide. 
Char. Sir—Mr. ; = a it your pleaſure 
to advance any thing? Not a ſyllable. ' Come, Lou- 
iſa, women's wit, they ſay, is never at a loſs— 
Nor you neither? Speechleſs both Why, you 
was merry enough before this lady came 1n. 
Low. I am ſorry I have been any m to 
your happineſs, fir. 
Bel. Madam! 


. ooo — Y# \ 


eternal obligations to you 
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Char. Madam! Is that all you can ſay? But 


| come, my dear girl, I won't teaſe you. Apropos, 


I muſt ſhew you what a preſent this dumb gentle- 
man has made me; are not theſe handſome dia- 
monds ? 

Lou. Yes, indeed, they ſeem very fine; but I am 
no judge of theſe things. 

; Char. Oh, you wicked little hypocrite, you are 
no judge of theſe things, Louiſa ; you haveno 4 
monds, not you. 

Lou. You know I hav'n't, Miſs Ruſport: you 
know'thoſe things are infinitely above my reach. 

Char. Ha, ha, ha! 

Bel. She does tell a lie with an admirable coun- 
tenance, that's true enough. 8 

Lou. What ails you, Charlotie ? What 1 imperti- | 
nence have I been guilty of, that you ſhould find it 
neceſſary to humble me at ſuch a rate? If you are 
happy, long may you be ſo; but, ſurely, it can be 
no addition to it to make me miſerable. | 

Char. So ſerious! There muſt be ſome myſtery 
in this——Mer. Belcour, will you leave us together? 
You ſee I treat you with all the familiarity of: an old 
acquaintance already. 

Bel. Oh, by all means, pray command me. Miſs 
Ruſport, I'm your moſt obedient. By your conde- 
ſcenſion in accepting theſe poor trifles, I am under 
To you, Miſs Dud- 
ley, I ſhall not offer a word on that ſubject: you 
deſpiſe finery ; you have a ſoul above it; I adore 


your ſpirit; I was rather unprepared for meeting 


you here; but I ſhall hope for an opportunity of 
making 5 better Known to you. | [ Exit. 
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SCENE IX. 


| Cnantorra and Lovis4. 


Char. Louiſa Dudley, you ſurpriſe me; I never 
faw you act thus before: cann't you bear a little in- 
nocent raillery before the man of your heart? 

Lou. The man of my heart, madam? Be aſſured 
F never was ſo viſionary to aſpire to any man whom 
Miſs Ruſport honours with her choice. 

Char. My choice, my dear? Why we are play. 
ing at croſs-purpoſes: how enter d it into your head 
that Mr. Belcour was the man of my choice? 

Lou. Why, didn't he preſent you with thoſe dia- 
monds ? 

Char. Well, perhaps he did and pray, Lou- 
Ma, have you no diamonds >} 

Lou. I diamonds, truly ?—Who ſhould give me 
diamonds? 

Char. Who, but this very gentleman ?——apro- 
pos, here comes your brother. 


— _——_— * 


SCENE X. 


Enter CyArLEs. 


1 inſiſt upon referring our diſpute to him; your 
fiſter and I, Charles, have a quarrel ; Belcour, the 
hero of your letter, has juſt left us—ſome how or 
other, Louiſa's bright eyes have caught him; and 
the poor fellow's fallen deſperately in love with her 
(don't interrupt me, huſſy)—Well, that's excu- 
ſable enough, you'll ſay; but the Ie of the ſtory 
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is, that this hair-brain'd ſpark, who does nothing 
like other people,. has given her the very identical 
jewels which you pledged for me to Mr. Stockwell; 
and will you believe that this little demure flut made 
up a face, and ſqueezed out three or four hy pocri- 
tical tears, becauſe I rallied her about it. | 

Charles. I'm all aſtoniſhment! Louiſa, tell me, 
without reſerve, has Mr. Belcour given you any dia- 
monds ? 

Lou. None, upon my honour: 

Charles. Has he made any profeſſions to you? 

Lou. He has; but altogether in a ſtile ſo whimſi- 
cal and capricious, that the beft which can be ſaid 
of chem is to tell you, that they ſeem'd more the re- 
ſult of good ſpirits than good manners. 

Char. Ay, ay, now the murder's out; he's in love 
with her, and ſhe has no very great diſlike to him ; 
truſt to my obſervation, Charles, for that: as to 
the diamonds, there's fome miſtake about them, and 
you muſt clear it up: three minutes converſation 
with him will put every thing in a right train; go, 
go, Charles, tis a brother's buſineſs; about it in- 
ſtantly; ten to one you'll find him over the way at 
Mr. Stockwell's. 

Cbarles. L confeſs I'm impatient to have the caſe 
clear d up; I'll take your _— 2 out: 
good bye to you. 

' Char. Your ſervant ;* my life upon it you'll find 
Belcour a man of honour. Come, Louiſa, let us 
ayjourn to my dreſſing- room; I've a little Nis . 
buſineſs to tranſact with you, before the old lady 
comes up to tea and i 11 us.  [Exeunt. 
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„ ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Fu LMER's Houſe. Enter FuLMzs and Mes. Fo LMER, 


_ Fulmer. 

Parry, wasn't Mr. Belcour with you ? 
Mrs, Ful. He was; and is now ſhut up in mp 
chamber, in high expeRation of an interview with 
Miſs Dudley: ſhe's at preſent with her brother, and 
twas with ſome difficulty I perſuaded my hot-headed 
ſpark to wait till he has left her. 
Ful. Well, child, and what then? | 

Mrs. Ful. Why then, Mt. Fulmer, I think it will 
be time for you, and me to ſteal a march, and be 

ne. 
0 So, this is all the fruit of your » ingenious pro- 
ject; a ſhameful overthrow, or a ſudden flight. 
- Mrs. Ful. Why, my project was a mere impromp- 
tu, and can at / worſt but quicken our departure a few 
days; you know we had fairly outliv'd our credit 
| here, and a trip to Bologne is no ways unſeaſona- 
ble. Nay, never droop, man. Hark! Hark! 
here's enough to bear charges. [Shewing a purſe. 

Ful. Let me ſee, let me ſee: this weighs well; 
this 3 is of the right jort- why your Welt Indian bled 
freely. 
+ Mrs, Ful. But that's not all: look here! Here 
are the ſparklers | [Shewing the jewel] Now what 
d'ye think of my performances? Heh! a fooliſh 
ſcheme, isn't it—a filly woman 

Ful. Thou art a Judith, a Joan of Arc, and Pl 
n under thy banners, girl, to the world's end. 


ER. 
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Come, let's begone; I've little to regret; my ere - 
ditors may ſhare the old books amongſt them; they'll 
have occa ſion for philoſophy to ſupport their loſs; 
they'll find enough upon my ſhelves: the world is 
my library ; I read nn Patty, lead the 


way. 12 
Mrs. Ful. Adieu, Belcour! | [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


— — * 


Enter CyaxLEs DvvLey alt Lovisa. 


Charles. Well, Lovila, I confeſs the force of hes | 
you ſay : I accept Miſs Ruſport's bounty; and, when 
you ſee my generous Charlotte, tell her——but have 
a care, there is a ſelfiſhneſs even in gratitude, when 


It is too profule; to be over-thankful for any one 


favour, is in effect to lay out for another; the beſt 
return I could make my benefactreſs wou 4 be never 
to ſee her more. | n 
Low, I underſtand you. 
. Charles. We that are poor, Leonid. ſhou'd be cau- 
tious : for this reaſon, I would guard you againſt 
Belcour ; at leaſt till I can unravel the myſtery of 


Miſs Ruſport's diamonds. I. was diſappointed of 


finding him at Mr. Stockwell's, and am now going 
in ſearch of him again : he may 3 7 
but, I confeſs to you, I am ſtagger'd; think no 
more of him, therefore, for the preſent: of this be 
ſure, while I have life, and you have honour, I will 
protect you, or periſh in your defence. [Exit. 

Lou. Think of him no more! Well, I'll obey; 
but if a wand'ring uninviced chought ſhould creep 


* 
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by chance into my boſom, muſt I not give the harm- 
leſs wreteh a ſhelter? Oh! yes; the great artificer 
of the human heart knows every thread he wove into 
its fabric, nor puts his work to harder uſes than it 
was made to bear: my wiſhes then, my guiltleſs 
ones, I mean, are free: how faſt they ſpring within 
me at that ſentence! Down, down, ye buſy crea- 
tures! Whither wou'd you carry me? Ahl there is 
one amongſt you, a. forward, new intruder, that, 
in the likeneſs of an offending, genergus man, grows 
into favour with my heart. Fye, fye upon it! Bel. 
cour purſues, infults me; yet, ſuch is the fatality of 
my condition, that what fhou'd rouſe reſentment, 
ouly calls up love. 


wt. 4 A. 
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SCENE TIT. 


| Bxxeovun enters to her. 
Bel. Alone, by all that's happy! 
Low. Ah! | 
Bel. Oh! fhriek not, ſtart not, ſtir not, lovelieſt 
creature! but let me kneel, and gaze upon your 
beauties. 
Lou. Sir ! Mr. Belcour, rife! What is it you do? 
Bal. See, JL obey you; mould me as you will, be- 
| khold your ready ſervant! New to your country, ig- 
novxant of your manners, habits, and defires, I put 


myſelf into your hands for inſtruction; make me 
only ſuch as you can like yourſelf, and I ſhall be 


kappy«..... 
Lou. I muſt not ber tis Mr. . 80 


frould he that parted from me but this minute now 
return, I tremble for the conſequence, 
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Bel. Fear nothing; let him come: I love you, 

madam ; he'll find it hard to make me unſay that. 
Lou. You terrify me; your impetuous temper 


frightens me; you know my ſituation; „e! 


nerous to purſue me thus. 

Bel. True; I do know your ſituation; your real 
one, Miſs Dudley, and am reſolv'd to ſnatch you 
from it; twill be a meritorious act; the old captain 
ſhall rejoice; Miſs Ruſport ſhall be made happy; 
and even he, even your beloved brother, with whoſe 


reſentment you threaten me, ſhall in the end applaud. 


and thank me. Come, thou'rt a dear ' enchanting: 


girl, and Pm din u not to live a minute longer 


without thee. 
Lou. Hold, are you mad? 1. are a bold, 
aſſuming man, and know not where to ſtop. | 
Bel. Who that heholds ſuch beauty can? By Hea- 
ven, you put my blood into a flame. Provoking 
girl! is it within the ſtreteh of my fortune to con- 
tent you? What is it you can further aſk that I am. 


not ready to grant? 
Lon. Yes, with the ſame facility that you beſtow'd 


upon me Miſs Ruſport's diamonds. For ſhame! 
F for ſhame! was that a manly ſtory? 


Bel. So! ſo! theſe deviliſh diamonds meet me 
every where—Let me periſh if I meant you any 
harm. Oh! I cou'd tear my tongue out for Haying 
a word about the matter.. 

Lan. Go to her then, and contradict it; till that 


is done, my reputation is at ſtake. 


Bel. Her reputation Now ſhe has got upon thar, | 
ſhe'll go on for ever. What is there I will not da 


for your ſake? I will go to Miſs Nufport. 


| 
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Lou. Do ſo; reſtore her own jewels to her, which 
T ſuppoſe you kept back for the purpoſe of preſent. 
ing others to her of a greater value; but for the fu- 
ture, Mr. Belcour, when you wou'd do a gallant 
n to that lady, don't let it be at my expence. 

Bel. J ſee where ſhe points: ſhe is willing enough 
to give up Miſs Ruſport' s diamonds, now ſhe finds 
ſhe ſhall be a gainer by the exchange. Be it ſo! 
*tis what I wiſh'd.— Well, madam; I will return 
- Miſs Ruſport her own jewels, and you ſhall have 
others of tenfold their value. | | 

Lou. No, fir, you err moſt widely; it is my good 
opinion, not my. vanity, which you muſt, bribe. 

Bel. Why, what the devil wou'd ſhe have now ? 
— Miſs Dudley, it is my wiſh to obey and pleaſe 
you, but I have ſome approbention that we miſtake 
each other. _ 

Lou. I chink we do; tell me, then, in few words, 
what it is you aim at. 

Bel. In few words, then, and in in plain honeſty, I 
muſt tell you, ſo entirely am I captivated with you, 
that had you but been ſuch as it would have become 
me to have call'd my wife, I had been happy in 
knowing you by that name; as it is, you, are wel. 
come to partake my fortune, give me in return your 
perſon, give me pleaſure, give me love; free, diſ- 
encumber d, anti-matrimonial love. 

- Lou. bed off, and let me never ſee you. more. 

Bel. Hold, hold, thou dear, tormenting, tagta- 
lizing girl! Upon. my knees I ſwear you ſhall not 
tir till you've conſented to my bliſs. | 
Tou. Unhand me, fir; O Charles, protect me, | 
reſcue me, redreſs me. i LE. 
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SCENE ITF. 
Enter CuAxILIS Duprrr. 

* Cbarlet. How's this! Riſe, villain, and defend 
gh yourſelf. | 4 
ds Bel. Villamt . __ | 
0! Charles. The man who wrongs 100 lady i is a vid 
rn lain— Draw! | 
ve Bel. Never fear me, young a heh 

| me for a coward if I baulk you. 
d Charles. Yet hold! Let me not be too haſty : 8. 
| your name, I think, is Belcour. 
: Bel. Well, fir. * 


Charles. How is it, Mr. Belcour, you have done 
this mean, unmanly wrong; beneath the maſk of 
generoſity to give this fatal ſtab to our domeſtic. 
peace? You might have had my thanks, my bleſ- 
fing; take my defiance now. Tis Dudley ſpeaks 
to you, the brother, the protector of that injur'd. 
lady. | 

Bel, The brother? Give yourſelf a truer title. 

Charles. What is't you mean ? 

Bel. Come, come, I know both her and you: IL 
found you, fir, (but how or why I know not) in 
the good graces of Miſs Ruſport—(yes, colour at the 
name ]) I gave you no diſturbance there, never \ 
broke in upon you in that rich and plenteous quar- 
ter; but, when I cou'd have blafted all your pro- 
jets with a word, ſpar'd you, in fooliſh pity ſpar'd 
you, nor rouz'd her from the fond ** in which 
your artifice had lull d her. 


? 4 
22 
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Cbarles. No, fir, nor boaſted to her of the ſplen- 
did preſent you had made my poor Louiſa ; the di- 
amonds, Mr. Belcour. How was that? What can 
you plead to that arraignment ? 

Bel. You queſtion me too late; the name of Bel. 
cour and of villain never met base had you en- 

quir'd of me before you utter'd that raſh word, you 
might have ſav'd yourſelf or me a mortal error: 
now, fir, I neither give. nor take an explanation; 


10, come on? [They fight. 


— —— * W 2 


SCENE V. 


—— 


Enter Lovurs4, and afterwards — 


Lou. Hold, hold, for Heaven's ſake hold! Char- 


les! Mr. Belcour! Help! Sir, fir, make haſte, they'll 
murder one another. 


O Fla. Hell and confuſion t What's all this up- 


roar for? Cann't you leave off cutting one another's 


throats, and mind what the poor girl ſays to you? 


You've done a notable thing, hav*n't you both, to 


put her into ſuch a flurry ? I think, o“. my conſci- 
ence, ſhe's. the moſt frighted: of the three. 

* Charles. Dean Louiſa, recollect yourſelf; why did 
you interfere? Tis in your cauſe. 

Bel. Now cou'd I kill him. for careffing "a 


 O'Fla.. O, fir, your moſt obedient ! You are the 
gentleman I had the honour of meeting here before; 


you. was then running off at full ſpeed like a Cal- 
wack ; now you are tilting and driving like a Bed- 
Janite 2 lad here, that ſeems * 


1 
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ſelf: tis pity but your country had a little more em- 
ployment for you both. 
Bel. Mr. Dudley, when you've recovered the lady, 
you know where I am to be found. [ Exit. 
O Fla. Well then, cann't you ſtay where you are, 
and that will fave the trouble of looking after you? 
Yon volatile fellow thinks to give a man the meeting 
by getting out of his way: by my ſoul, tis a round- 
about method that of his. . But I think he call'd yow 
Dudley. Hark'e, young man, * ſon of my 
friend the old captain? 
Charles. I am. Help me L 


ber chamber, and I ſhall be more at leiſure to an- 


ſwer your queſtions. 

0 Fla. Ay, will I: come along, pretty one; ir 
you've had wrong done you, young man, you need 
look no further for a ſecond; Dennis O'Flaherty's 
your man for that: but never draw your ſword be- 
fore a woman, Dudley; damn it, never while you 
8 draw your ſword before a woman. [Zxeunt. 


—____ 


— — * — a. and — 


_SCENE £ ＋. 


Lady Rvsnonr's Houſe. Enter Lady Rvseone 
ond Servant. 


Serv. An elderly gentleman, who ſays his name 
1s Varland, defires leave to wait on your ladyſhip. 

IL. Ruf. bew him in; the very man I wiſhed to 
fee: Varland, he was Sir Oliver's ſolicitor, and 
privy to all his affairs; he brings ſome good tidings; 
ſome freſh mortgage, or another bond come to light; 
they ſtart up every day. 


& . 
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' Enter VARLAND. 


Mr. Varland, I'm glad to ſee you; you're waa 
welcome, honeſt Mr. Varland; you and I hav'n' 
met fince our late irreparable loſs: how have you 
2 your time this age? 

Par. Truly, my lady, ill enough: I thought I 
muſt have followed good Sir Oliver. 

I. Ruf. Alack-a-day, poor man! Well, Mr. Var. 
land, you find me here overwhelmed. with trouble 
and fatigue; torn to pieces with a multiplicity of 
affairs; a great fortune poured upon me unſought 
for and unexpected: twas my good father's will 
and pleaſure it ſhould be ſo, and I muſt ſubmit. 
Par. Your ladyſhip inherits under a will made 
in the year forty-five, immediately after Captain 
- s marriage with your ſiſte.. 

I. Ruſ. I do ſo, Mr. Varland; I do fo. 

Par. I well remember it; I engroſſed every ſyl- 
lable; but Tam ſurpriſed to find your NN ſet | 
ſo little ſtore by this vaſt acceſſion. | 

L. Ruf. Why you know, Mr. Varland, I am-a 
moderate woman; I had enough before; a ſmall 
matter ſatisfies me; and Sir Stephen Ruſport (Hea- 
ven be his portion!) took care I ſhou*dn't want that. 

Var. Very true; very true, he did ſo; and I am 
overjoyed at finding your ladyſhip in this diſpoſi- 
tion; for, truth to ſay, I was not without apprehen- 
fion the news I have to communicate would have 
been of ſome prejudice to your ladyſhip's tranquil» 
lity. 
fl L. Ruß. News, fir! What news have you for me? 
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Var. Nay, nothing to alarm you; a trifle, in 
your preſent way of thinking: I have a will of Sir 


Oliver's you. have never ſeen. 


I. Ruſ. A will! Impoſſible! How came e you by 
it, pray? JOS "I 


Var. I drew it up, at his command, in his laſt 


illneſs: it will ſave you a world of trouble: it gives 
his whole eſtate from you to his le Charles 
Dudley. 


I. Ruf. To Dudley? His eſtate to Charles Dud- 
ley? I cann't ſupport it! I ſhall faint! Touve 


killed me, you vile man! I never ſhall ſurvive it 
Var. Look'e there now: I proteſt, I thought you 


would have rejoiced at ** clear of the incum- 


brance. / 


L. Ru. 'Tis falſe; ; "tis all a * concertes 


between you and Dudley; why elſe cid I never hear: 


of it before? 


. Par. Have patience, my lady, and T'll tell you. | 


*. Sir Oliver's direction, I was to deliver this 


will into no hands but his grandſon, Dudley's: the 


young gentleman happened to be then in Scotland; 
I was diſpatch'd thither in ſearch of him: the hurry 


and fatigue of my journey brought on a fever by the 


way, which confined me in extreme danger for ſe- 
veral days; upon my recovery, I purſued my jour- 
ney, found young Dudley had left Scotland in the 
interim, and am now directed hither; where, as 
ſoon as I can find him, doubtleſs, I ſhall diſcharge 
my conſcience, and fulfil my commiſſion. 


L. Ruſ. Dudley then, as yet, knows * 


chis will ? 


Par. Nothing; that ſecret reſts wich me. 
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L. Ruf. A thought occurs: by this fellow's talk- 
ing of his conſcience, I ſhould: gueſs it was upon 
ſale. [Afide.] Come, Mr. Varland, if tis as you 
fay, I muſt ſubmit. I was ſomewhat flurried at firſt, 
and forgot myſelf; I aſk your pardon: this is no 
place to talk of buſineſs; ſtep with me into my 
zoom; we will there compare the will, and reſolve 
_ atcordingly—Oh ! would your fever had you, and 
I had your paper. [Exeunt. 


* 


— 


— 2— 8—— 


SCENE PII 


Enter Miſs Rus PORT, Cnantaes, ond OfFLanmary. 


Char. So, ſo! My lady and her lawyer have re- 
tired to cloſe confabulation : now, major, if you 
are the generous man I take you for, — me one 
favour. 

o ˙ Flu. Faith will I ant not think ads of my 
generofity neither; for, though-it may not be in my 
Power to do the et you aſk, look you, it can 
never be in my heart to refuſe it. 

Charles. Cou'd this man's tongue do juſtice to his 
"thoughts, how eloquent would he be! [Afide. 

Char. Plant yourſelf then in that room: keep 
guard, for a few moments, upon the enemy's mo- 
tions, in the chamber beyond; and, if they ſhould 
attempt a ſally, ſtop their march a moment, till 
your friend here can make | ans retreat r down the 
back ſtairs: 

Fla. A word to the wiſe! I'm Id cam» 
paigner; make the beſt uſe of your time; and truſt 
me for tying the old cat up ta the picket. 


aer . THE WEST INDIAN. & 


Char. Huſh! huſh! not ſo loud. 
Charles. Tis the office of a centinel, major, you 
have undertaken, rather than that of a field-officer. 
Fla. "Tis the office of a friend, my dear boy; 
and therefore no diſgrace to a general. [ Excunt. 


—— 


SCENE 7111. 


Enter CHarLEs and CHARLOTTE; 
Char. Well, Charles, will you commit yourſelf 


to me for a few minutes ? 


Charles. Moſt readily ; and let me, before one 


goes by, tender you the only payment I can ever 


make for your abundant generoſity. 
Char. Hold, kold ! ſo vile a thing as money muſt 


not come between us. What ſhall I ſay i O Char- 


les! O Dudley! What difliculties have you thrown 
upon me; Familiarly as we have lived I ſhrink not 


at what I'm doing; and, anxiouſly as I have ſought 


this opportunity, my fears aan perſuade | me to 


F abandon 1 It. 


Charles. You alarm me. 
Ghar. Your looks and actions have been ſo dit. 


tant, and at this moment axe ſo deterring, that, was 


it not for the hope that delicacy, and not diſguſt, 
inſpires this conduct in you, I ſhould fink with 


. ſhame and apprehenfion : but time preſſes, and I 


muſt fpeak—and plaialy too Was you now in poſ- 
ſeſſion of your grandfather's eftate, as juſtly you 


ought to be; and, was you inclined to ſeek a com- 
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© panion for life, ſhould you, or ſhould you not, in 
that eraſe, honour your n . wath 
your choice ? 

Charles. My unworthy Charlotte! 80 . me 
Heaven, there is not a circumſtance on earth ſo va- 
luable as your happineſs, ſo dear to me as your per- 
ſon; but to bring poverty, diſgrace, reproach from 
Senda ridicule from all the world, upon a generous 
benefactreſs; thieviſhly to ſteal into an open, unre- 
ſerved, ingenuous heart, O Charlotte! dear, unhap- 
Py girl, it is not to be done. 

Char. Nay, now you rate too highly the poor 
advantages fortune | alone' has given me over 
you: how otherwiſe could we bring our merits to 
any balance? Come, my dear Charles, I have 
enough; make that enough ſtill more, by ſharing it 
with me: ſole heireſs of my father's fortune, a ſhort 
time will put it in my diſpoſal; in the mean while 
you will be ſent to join your regiment : let us pre- 
vent a ſeparation, by ſetting out thi$ very night for 
that happy country where marriage ſtill is free: 
carry me this moment to Belcour?'s lodgings. 

Charles. Belcour's?—The name is ominous; there's 
murder in it: bloody inexorable honour ! [Afide. 

Char. D'ye pauſe? Put me into his hands, while 
you provide the means for our eſcape: mo is the moſt 
; generous, the moſt honourable of men. 

-Gharles. Honourable ! moſt „ | | 
Char. Can you doubt it? Do you demur? Have 
you forgot your letter? Why, Belcour *twas that 
- prompted me to this propoſal, that promiſed to ſup- 
ply the means, that ”_ offered his TY affiſt- 
ance 


FFC ̃ oem. Az. oa P =>. 
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Enter O'F Lanny, haſtily. 


0'Fle, Run, run, for holy St. Antouy 's ſake, to 
horſe and away ! The conference is broke up, and 
the old lady advances upon a full Piedmonteſe trot, 
within piſtol - ſhot of your encampnient. 

Char. Here, here, down the back-ſtairs ! o Charles, 
remember me ! 

Charles. Farewell! Now, now I feel myſelf a 
coward. [Ext. 

Char. What does he mean? - 985 

0 Fla. Aſk no queſtions, but be gone: ſhe has 

cooled the lad's courage, and wonders he feels like a 
coward. There's a damn'd deal of miſchief brew- 
ing between this hyena and her lawyer: egad I'll 
ſtep behind this ſcreen and liſten : a good ſoldier 
muſt ſometimes | fight in | ambuſh as well as open 


field, | | - Raus. 


SCENE IX. 


| Laſs Hees, and'VaRLAnD. ' 


L. Ruſ. Sure I heard ſomebody. Hark! No; 
only the ſervants going down the back-ſtairs. Well, 
Mr. Varland, I think then we are agreed: you'll 
take my money; and your conſcience no longer 
ſtands in your way. | 

Var. Your father was my benefactor; his will 
ought to be ſacred; but, if I commit it to the flames, 
how will he be the wiſer? Dudley, tis true, has 
done me no harm; but five thouſand pounds will 


— — _©_ 
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do me much good: ſo, in ſhort, madam, I take 
your offer; I will confer with my clerk, who wit. 
neſſed the ill. and to-morrow morning put it into 


your hands, upon condition you put five thouſand 


| good pounds into mine. 


L. Ruſ. Tis a bargain: I'll be ready for you: 
farewell. [Exit 

Var. Let me confider——Five thouſand pounds 
prompt payment for deſtroying this ſcrap of paper, 
not worth five farthings; tis a fortune eaſily earn- 
ed; yes; and 'tis another man's fortune eaſily 
thrown away: tis a good round ſum to be paid 


down at once for a bribe ; but tis a damned rogue's 


trick i in me to take it. 


0'Fla. So, fo ! this fellow ſpeaks truth to him- 
elf, though he lies to other people But huſh! 


[dis 
Var. "Tis breaking the truſt of my benefactor; 
that's a foul crime; but he's dead, and can never 
Teproach me with it : and *tis robbing young Dud- 
ley of his lawful patrimony; that's a hard caſe; 
but he's alive, and knows nothing of the matter. 
O Fla. Theſe lawyers are ſo uſed to bring off the 
rogueries of others, that they are never without an 


excuſe for their own. 272 


Par. Were 1 afſured now that Dudley would 
give me half the money for producing this will, that 


Lady Ruſport does for concealing it, I would deal 
with him, and be an honeſt man at half price; I 
- wiſh every gentleman of my profeſſion could lay his 
hand on his heart and ſay the ſame thing. 


Flu. A bargain, old gentleman! Nay, never 
ſtart nor ſtare, you wasn't afraid of your own con- 
ſcience, never be afraid of me. 


. — @ Mt el © 
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Yar. Of you, fir; who are you, pray? 
O Fla. T'll tell you who Iam : you ſeem to wiſh 


to be honeſt, but want the Heart to ſet about it; 


now I am the'very man in the world to make yon 
ſo; for, if you do not give me up that paper this 
very inſtant, by the ſoul of me, fellow, I will. not 
Jeave one whole bone in your ſkin that ſha'n't be 
broken. 

Var. What right have you, pray, to take this 

per from me ? 

Fla. What right have you, pray, to keep i it 
from young Dudley ? I don't know what it contains, 
but I am apt to think it will be ſafer in my hands 
than in yours; therefore give it me without more 
words, and ſave yourſelf a beating: do now, you 
had beſt. | | 

Var. Well, fir, I may as well make a grace of 
neceſſity. There! I have acquitted my conſcience, 
at the expence of five-thouſand pounds. 

Fla. Five thouſand pounds! Mercy upon me! 
Where there are ſuch temptations in the law, can 


we wonder if ſome of the corps are a diſgrace to it? 


Var. Well, you have got the paper; if you are 
an honeſt man, give it to Charles Dudley. fa 
0'Fla. An honeſt man] look at me, friend, I am 
a ſoldier, this is not the livery of a knave; I am an 
Iriſhman, honey, mine is not the country of diſ- 
honour. Now, firrah, be gone; if you enter theſe 


doors, or give Lady Ruſport the leaſt item of what 
has paſſed, I will cut W and rob 


che pillory of its due. 
Var. I with I was once fairly out of his fight. 
1 E 
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SCENE. X. 


4 Room in STOCKWELL's Houſe. Enter Srooxwn, 


Stock, I muſt diſcloſe myſelf to Belcour; this no- 
ble inſtance of his generolity, wuich old Dudley has 
been relating, allies me to him at once; conceal- 
ment becomes too painful; I ſhall be proud to own 
x him for my ſon— -But ſee, he's here. 


wy 7 " Brzcbbe enters, als throws himſelf upon a ſofa. 


. * Bel. O my curſt tropical conſtitution! Would to 
Hleaven I had been dropt upon the ſnows of Lap- 

land, and never felt the bleſſed influence of the ſun, 
ſo I had never burnt with theſe inflammatory paſ- 
Hons! 
4 Stock. So, ſo, you ſeem diſordered, Mr. Belcour? 

Bel. Diſorder'd, fir! Why did I ever quit the 
ſoil in which I grew? what evil planet drew me 
from that warm ſunny region, where naked nature 
walks without diſguiſe, into this cold, contriving, 
artificial country. 

Stock. Come, fir, you've met a alia tnket of 
that? general concluſions are illiberal. 
Bel. No, fir, I've met reflection by the way; 
I've come from folly, noiſe, and fury, and met a 
filent monitor—Well, well, a villain—'twas not 
to be pardoned—pray never mind me, fir. 

Stock. Alas, my heart bleeds for him! 

Bel. And yet I might bave heard him: now 
plague upon that blundering Iriſhman for coming in 
as he did; the burry of the deed might palliate the 


v. 


as 
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event : deliberate execution has leſs to plead Mr. 
Stockwell, I am bad company to you. 

Stock. Oh, fir, make no excuſe. I think you 
have not found me forward to pry into the ſecrets of 
your pleaſures and purſuits; tis not my diſpoſition; ; 
but there are times, when want of * would 
be want of friendſhip. 

Bel. Ah, fir, mine is a caſe en you and 1 


hall never think alike; the punctilious rules, by 


which I am bound, are not to be found in your 
ledgers, nor will paſs current in Ie 
of a trader. 

' Stock. Tis very well, fir: if you think I can ren- 
der you any ſervice, it will be worth your trial to 
confide in me; if not, your ſecret is ſafer i in your 
own boſom. 

Bel. That ſentiment demands my 3 
pray, fit down by me. You muſt know, I have an 
affair of honour on my hands with young Dudley ; 
and, though J put up with no man's mk, yet I 
wiſh to take away no man's life. - 

Stock. I know the young man, and am appriſed 


of yqur generoſity to his father: what can have bred 


a quarrel, between 'you? _ 

Bel. A fooliſh paſſion on my fide, and a haughty 
provocation on his. There is a girl, Mr. Stock- 
well, whom I have unfortunately ſeen, of moſt un- 
common beauty; ſhe has withal an air of ſo much 
natural modeſty, that had I not had good aſſurance 
of her being an attainable wanton, I declare I a 
ſhould as ſoon have thought of n the chaſe 
ty af Diana, 


E 2 
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Enter Servant. 


Stack. Hey-day, do you interrupt us? 

Serv. Sir, there's an Iriſh gentleman will take no 
denial; he ſays he muſt ſee Mr. Belcour direct, 
upon buſineſs of the laſt conſequence. 

Bel. Admit him: *tis the Iriſh officer that parted 
us, and brings me young Dudley's challenge: J 
ſhould have made a long ſtory of it, and he'll tell 
you in three words. 


Enter O' FLARHERTx. 


0 Fla. Save you, my dear: and you, fir! I have 
a little bit of a word in private for you. 

Bel. Pray deliver your commands : this gentle- 
man is my intimate friend. 

O Fla. Why then, Enſign Dudley will be glad 
to meaſure ſwords with you, yonder, at the Lon- 
don Tavern, in Biſhopſgate-ſtreet, at nine o'clock 
—you know the place. | 

Bel. I do; and ſhall obſerve the appointment. 
Fla. Will you be of the party, fir? We ſhall 
mant a fourth hand. 

Stockh. Savage as the cuſtom i is, I cloſe with your 

propoſal; and, though I am not fully informed of 
the occaſion of your quarrel, I ſhall rely on Mr, 
Belcour's honour for the juſtice of it ; and willing- 
ly ſtake my life in his defence. 

 O'Fla. Sir, you're a gentleman of honour, and I 
| ſhall be glad of being better known to you But 
bark'e, Belcour, I had like to have forgot part of 
my errand; there is the money you gave old Dud- 
ley; you may tell it over, faith; tis a receipt 
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in full: now the lad can put you to death with a 
fafe conſcience'; and when he has done that job for 
you, let it be a warning how you attempt the fiſter 
of a man of honoux. 

Bel. The ſiſter! : 

0'Fla. Ay, che ſiſter; tis Euglith, is it not? Or 
Iriſh; 'tis all one: you underſtand: me, his fiſter,, 
or Loui Dudley, that's her name, I think, call 
her which you will: by St. Patrick, tis a fooliſh 
piece of buſineſs, Belcour, to go about to take a way 
a poor girl's virtue from her, when there are fo 
many to be met in this town, who have diſpoſed of 
theirs to your hands. « [.Exit.. 

«Stock. Why, T am thunderſtruck. What isit you 
have done, and what is the ſhocking bufineſs in 
which I have engaged? If I underſtood him right, 
tis che fiſter of young Dudley you've been attempt» 
ing: you talked ; to me of a profeſt wanton :. the 
girl he ſpeaks of has beauty enough indeed to in- 
flame your deſires, but ſhe has hondur, innocence, 
and fimplicity, to awe the moſt I icentious paſſion : I 
if you kave done that, Mr, Belcour,. I renounce you, 
I abandon you, I forſwear all fellowſhip or friend- | 
ſhip with yau for ever. 

Bel. Have patience for a moment: we da indeed 
ſpeak of the ſame perſon—but ſhe is not innocent, 
the is not young Dudley's ſiſter. 

Stock. Aſtoniſhing! Who told you this? 

Bel. The woman where ſhe lodges; the perſon 
who put me on the purſuit, and contrived our meet» 


Stock. What woman ? what perſon ?. 
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Bel. Fulmer her name is; I warrant you I did 
not proceed without good grounds. | 
Stock, F ulnar F ulmer——Who waits ? 


Taker a Servant. 


Send Mr. Stukely hither directly. jo. — 8 to ſee 

my way into this dark tranſaction. Mr. Belcour, 

Mr. Belcour, you are no match for the cunning and 
contrivances of this 1 inrigang town. * 


Enter STUXELY:” 


Pr'ythee, Stukely, what is the name of the woman 
and her huſband, who were ſtopt upon ſuſpicion of 
ſelling ſtolen diamonds a our 1 e 5 
the jeweller? 
Stule. Fulmer, | 
' Stock. 801 
Bel. Can you procure. me 7 50. of thoſe 45. 
monds? 
Stulle. They” are now in ay: hand; +; was dell 
to ſhew them to Mr. Stockwell. IF | 
Stock. Cive em to me: what do I ſee? As I live, 
the very diamonds Miſs Ruſport ſent hather, and 
which I intrufted to you to return, | 
Bel. Yes, but I betrayed that truſt, and gave them 
to Mrs. Fulmer to preſent to Miſs Dudley. 
"Stock. With a view. no doubt, to bribe her to 
compliance. 
Bel. 1 ou it. 
Stock. For ſhame, for ſhame; and *twas this wo- 
man's intelligence you relied upon for Miſs Dud- 
ley's character? 


id 


« ” * 
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Bel. Tthought ſhe knew her; by Heaven, I would 
have died ſooner than have inſulted a woman of vir- 
rue, or a man of hanour. 

Stocl. I think you would : but md the. danger 


& licentious courſes; you are betrayed, robbed, 


abuſed, and, but for this providential diſcovery, in 
a fair way of being ſent out of the world with all 
your follies on your head Dear Stukely, go 
to my neighbour, tell him I have. an owner for che 
jewels, and beg him to carry the people under cuſ- 
tody to the London Tavern, and wait for me there. 
——| Exit Stukely.] I fearche la does not pro- 
vide a puniſhment to reach the villany of theſe peo- 
ple; but how, in the name of wender, could: you 
take any thing on the word of ſuch an informer? 


Bal. Becauſe I had not lived long enough in zour - 


cquntry to know how few informers words are. to 
be taken; perſuaded however as I was of Miſs. Dud- 


the appearance of ſuch innocence, eſpecially when 
I ſaw, her admitted into Miſs Ruſport'ꝰs company. 
Stock. Good Heaven! did you meet her at Miſa 
Ruſport's, and could you doubt her * a. woman 
of reputation? 
Bel. By you, perhaps, ſuch a miſtake could not 
bave been made; but in a perfect ſtranger I hope. 


it is venial. I did not know what artifices young 
Dudley might have uſed to conceal her character; L 


did not know what diſgrace attended the detection 
of it. 

Stock. I ſee it was a trap laid for you, which you 
have narrowly eſcaped ; you. addrefſed a woman of 
honqur with all the looſe incenſe of a profane ad- 


ley's guilt, I muſt own to you L was ſtaggered with | 


* 
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mirer; and you have drawn upon you the reſentment- 
of a man of honour, who thinks himſelf bound to 
protect her. —Well, fir, you _ atone for this 
miſtake. 

Bel. To the lady the moſt penitent ſubmiſſion I 
dan make is juſtly due; but, in the execution of an 
act off juſtice, it ſhall never be faid my ſoul was 
fwayed by the leaſt-particle of fear : I have received 
a challenge from her brother; now, though I would 
give my fortune, almoſt. my life itſelf, to purchaſe. 
her happineſs, yet I cannot abate her one ſcruple 
of my honour; 1 n been 9 wich the name 

of villain. 1 

Stock. Ay, fir, you miſtook her hath and he 
miſtook yours; error begets error. 

Bel. Villain, Mr. Stockwell, is a harſh TY 

Stocl. It is a harſh word, and ſhould be unſaid. 
Bel. Come, ceme, it ſhall be unſaid. 

; Stock, Or elſe what follows? Why the ſword is 
draws, and to heal the wrongs-you-have done to the 
reputation of the ſiſter, you make an honourabls 

amends. by murdering the brother. 

Biel. Murdering | 
Stock. Tis thus religion writes and ſpeaks the 
word; in the vocabulary of modern honour there is 
no ſuch term But come, I don't deſpair of ſatisfy- 
ing the one without alarming the other; that done, 
J have a diſcovery to unfold, that you will then, I 
| hope, be fitted to receive. [ Exeunt. 
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ALL. SCENE I. 


The London Tavern. Enter O' FrAHER Ty, Srocx- 
WELL, CHaRLEs,. and BIT 


0' Flaherty: 

Gurt uV, well met! you underſtand each other's 
minds, and as I fee you have brought nothing but 
your ſwords, you may ſet to ROE any further 
ceremony. * 

Stock. You will not find us 8 in any wor- 
thy. cauſe.;. but before we proceed any further, I 
would aſk. this young gentleman, whether he has 
any explanation to require of Mr. Belcour. 

Charles. Of Mr. Belcour none; his actions ſpeak 
for themſelves: but to you, fir, 1 1. fain . 
pole one queſtion. . | 

Stock, Name it. 

Cbarlis. How is it, Mr. Stockwell, that I meet 
2 man of your character op this ground? . 

Stock. I will anſwer you direct, and my anſwer 


ſhall not diſpleaſe you. I come hither in defence of 


the reputation of Miſs Dudley, to redreſs the i . | 
ries of an innocent youny lady. 

0 Fla. By my ſoul the man knows he's to o feht, 
only he miſtakes: which. ſide he's: to be of. EY 

Stock. You are about to draw your ſword to refute 
a charge againſt your- ſiſter's. honour; you. would 
do well, if there were no better means within reach: 
but the proofs: of her innocence are lodg'd in our 
boſoms, and if we fall, you deſtroy the evidence that 
molt effectually can clear her fame. | 

E. 3 
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Charles. How's that, fir? | 
Stock. This gentleman could beſt explain it to 

you, but you have given him an undeſerved name 
that ſeals his lips againſt you: I am not under the 
ſame inhibition, and if your anger can keep cool 
for a few minutes, I defire I may call in two wit- 
neſſes, who will ſolve.all difficulties at once. Here, 
waiter! bring thoſe people 1 in that are without. 

& Fla, Out upon it, what need is there for ſo 
much talking about the matter? cann't you ſettle 
your differences Wit ns ** about * em aſier· 
wards? 


Former wy ati bh in. 

Charles. Fulmer and his wife in cuſtody ? 

| Stockh, Yes, fir; theſe are your honeſt landlord 
and landlady, now in cultody for defrauding. this 
gentleman of certain diamonds intended to. have 
been preſented to your ſiſter. Be ſo good, Mrs. 
Fulmer, to inform, the company why you ſo groſsly 
ſcandaliz'd the reputation of an innocent lady, by 
perſuading Mr. . Mifs Dudley was not 
the fiſter, but the miſtreſs, of this gentleman. 

Mrs. Ful. Sir, I don't know what right you have 
to queſtion me, and 1 thall not anſwer till I ſee oc- 
caſion. 

| Stock, Had you — * as ſilent . madam, 
it would have ſaved you ſome trouble; but we don't 
want your confeſſion. This letter, which you wrote 
to Mr. Beleour, will explain your deſign; and theſe 
diamonds, which of right belong to Miſs Ruſport, 


wil config your guilt; the law, Mrs. Fulmer, 
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will make you ſpeak, tho' I cann't. Conſtable, 
take charge of your priſoners. 43 +549 

Ful. Hold a moment. Mr. Stockwell, you are a 
gentleman: that knows the world, aud a member ob 
parliament ; ; we ſhall, not attempt to impoſe upon 
vou; we know we are; open tothe law, and we 
know the utmoſt ĩt can do againſt us. Mr, Belcour 
has been ill uſed to be ſure, and ſo has Miſs. Dud- 
ley :, and, for my own, party. I always condemn'd the 
plot as a very foaliſh, plot, but it was a child of Mrs. 
Fulmer's brain, and ſhe would not be put out of 
conceit with it. 

Mrs. Ful. You are a very fooliſh man, Mr. Ful- 
mer, ſo,pr'ythee hold: your tongue. 

Ful. Therefore, as IL was ſaying, if you ſend ber 
to Bridęwell. it won't be amiſs; and if you. give her 
a little wholeſome diſcipline, ſhe may be the better 
for that tog: but for mg, My. Stockwell, who am a 
man of letters, L muſt, beſęech you, fir, not to bring 
any diſgrace upon my prafeſſion,  . , 12 

Stock. Tis vou, Mx. Fulmer, not I. that Ae 
jour profeſſion, therefore hegone, nor expect that 
I will betray the intereſts of mankind fo far. aa. to 


ſhew favour to ſuch-incendiaries. Take em away; 
I bluſh to think ſuch wretches ſhould have the power 
to ſet two honeſt men at variance. 
[Excunt Fulmer, Qc. 

Charles. Mr. * we have miſtaken. each: 
other; let us exchange forgiveneſs, I am cogxinged 
you intended no affront, to, my. ſiſter,” and aſk your 
Ee for the expreſſion I was betrayed i into. 

Bel. Tis enough, fir:;/ the error began on my 
fide, and was Miſs Dudley here, I would be the. firſt 


to atone. 
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. Stock, Let us all adjourn to my houſe, and con · 
clude the evening like friends: you will find a little 
entertainment ready ſor you; and, if I am not miſ. 
taken, Miſs Dudley and her father will make part 
of our company. Come, major, do you conſent? 
0 Fla. Moſt resdily, Mr. Stockwell; a quarrel. 
well made up, is better than a victory hardly earned. 
Give me your hand; Beleour; o' my conſcience you 
are too honeſt for the country you live in. And 
now, my dear lad, ſince peace is concluded on all 
Aides, I have a. diſcovery to make to you, which you 
muſt find out for yourſelf, for deuce take me if P 
rightly comprehend it, only that your aunt · Ruſport 
is in a conſpiracy againſt you, and a vile rogue of a 
lawyer, whoſe name I forget, at · the bottom of it. 


Cbarles. „ W recollect 


* 


O Fla. By my ſoul, Te no faculty at recollecting | 


5 but I've a paper ſomewhere about me, that 
will tell you more of the matter than Ecan, When 
I; get to the merehant's, I will endeavour to find it. 
Charles. Well, it muſt be in your-own way; but. 
I confeſs you haye thoroughly rouſed my curioſity. 


EN LY | 


— — — ad 


/ 


| Srocmwnrs' s | Heake Enter Captain Dorer, 
Hi | Lovisa, and STUXELY. 


"Had And: are thoſe wretches, Fulmer and his- 


g 
t 
8 
a 
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Stule. They are in good hands, I accompanied 
them to the tavern, where your ſon was to be, and 
then went in ſearch of you. You may be ſure Mr. 
Stockwell will enforce the law againſt them as far 
as it will go. 

Dud. What miſchief might their curſed machi-. 
nations have produced, but for. this timely diſco- 

j 

Lou: Still F am terrified; Ttrenible with appre- 
Henfion leſt: Mr. Belcour's impetuoſity and Charles's: 
ſpirit ſhould not wait for an explanation, but drive 
them both. to extremes, before the miſtake can be. 


unravell'd. 


Stule. Mr. Stockwell is with them, madam, and | 


you have nothing to fear; you cannot ſuppoſe. he: 
wou'd aſk you hither for any other purpoſe but to- 
celebrate their reconciliation, and to receive Mr. 
Belcour's atonement. 


Dud. No, no, Louiſa, Mr Stockwell's honour- 


and diſcretion guard us againſt all danger or of- 
fence ; he well knows. we will endure no imputati- 
on on the honour of our family, and he certainly 
has invited us to receive ſatisfaction on that ſcore. in. 
an amicable way. 

Lou. Wou'd to Heaven they were return'd! N 

Stuke. You may expect them every minute; and 
ſee madam, agreeable to your wiſh, they are 1 

LE. 
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| SCENE. 1, 2 ; 


Enter Sales; * — Weesen "TY 
0 *'FLan arr. 


N 0 Charles 0 1 hom cou- d you ſerve 
me ſo, how cou d you tell me you was going to La- 
dy Ruſport's, and then ſet out with a deſign. of 
fighting Mr. Belcour? But where: ia he ? Where is, 
your. antagoniſt ? 

Stock. Captain, I am, proud to ſee. you; and you, 

Miſs Dudley, do me particular honour, We have, 
heen adjuſting, fin, a very. extraordinary and dan- 
gerous miſtake, which I take for g granted, my friend. 
Stukely has explain d to ou. 
Dud. He has; I have too good, an opinion of 
Mr. Belcour to believe he cou d be guilty of a de- 
| figned affront to an innocent girl, and I am ach 
too well acquainted with, your character to ſuppoſe 
you cou'd abet him in ſuch deſign; I have no doubt, 
therefore, all things will be ſet- to rights in very few. 
words, when we have the. pleaſure of ſeeing Mr. 
Belcour. 

Stock. He has only ſtept into the compting- -houſe, 
and will wait upon. you directly. You, will not be 
over ſtrict, madam, f in . weighing. Mr. Belcour' s con- 
duct to che minuteſt ſeruple; his manners, — 
and opinions are not as yet aſſimilated to this cli- 
mate; he comes amongſt you a new character, an 
inhabitant of a new world, and both hoſpitality, as 
as well as pity, recommend him to our indulgence. 


V. 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Bx TOUR, who bows to Miſe DonLey. | 


Bel. 1 am happy and aſham'd to ſee you; no man 


in his ſenſes wou'd offend you; I forfeited mine, 
and err'd againſt the light-of the ſun, when I over- 
look'd your virtues; but your beauty was predomi- 
nant, and hjd then from my ſight :; I now perceive 
I was the dupe of a moſt pot report, and 
humbly, entreat your pardon, 

Tou. Think no more of it; twas a Den 

Bel. My life has been compoſed of little elſe; 
*twas founded in myſtery, and has continued in er- 
ror: I, was once given to hope, Mr, Stockwell, that 
you. was to have deliver d me from theſe difficulties; 4 
but either I do not deferve your confidence, or I was 
deceiv d in my expectations. 

Stock. When this lady has confirm d your par- 
don, I ſhall hold you deſerving of my confidence. | 

Lou. That was granted the moment it was aſk d. 

Bel. To prove my title to his confidence, honour. 
me ſo far with yours, as to allow me a few minutes 
ene in private with you. 

- [She turns to her father. 

Dud. By all means, Louiſa; come, My: Stock- 
well, let us go into another room. | 

Charles... And now, Major OF laherty, I claim, 
your promiſe of a fight of the paper, that is to unra- 
rel this conſpiracy of my. aunt Ruſport's: 1 8 
have mine wget Os e 


C TT 


— 


OG ec 


« — 


O Fla. I have been endeavouring to call to mind 
| What it was I overheard; I've got the paper, and 

will give you the beſt. account. I can of the whole 
nian. | | LExeun. 


SCENE z. 


Ener Bezcovs and Lovis. 


Bel. Miſs Dudley, I have [elicited this audience; 
to. repeat.to you my penitence and confuſion. Ho 
mall I atone? What reparation can I make to you. 
and virtue? 

Lou. To me there's boläng due, nor any thing 
demanded of you but your more favourable opinion 
for the future, if you ſhould chance to think of me. 
Upon the part of virtue I'm not empower'd to ſpeak; 
but if hereafter, as you range thro? life, you ſhould 
ſurpriſe her in the perſon of ſome wretched female, 
poor as: myſelf, and not ſo well protected, enforce 
not your advantage, complete not your licentious 
triumph, but raiſe her, reſcue her from ſhame and 
ſarrow, and reconcile her to herſelf again. 

Bel. T will, T will: by bearing your idea ever 
preſent in my thoughts, virtue ſhall keep an advo- 

cate within me. But tell me, lovelieſt, when you 
pardon the offence, 'can you, all perfect as you are, 
approve of the offender? As I now ceaſe to view you 
in that falſe light I lately did, can you, and in the 


9 fulneſs of your bounty will you, ceaſe alſo to reflect 


upon the libertine addreſſes I have paid you, and 
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pbok upon me as your reformed, your rational ad- 
mirer ? 

Lou. Are ſudden reformations apt to laſtꝰ and 
how can I be ſure the firſt fair face you meet will 
not enſnare affections fo unſteady, and that I ſhall 
not loſe you lightly as L gained/you ? ' + 

Bel. Becauſe, though you conquered me by ſur- 
priſe, I have no inelination to rebel; becauſe, fince 
the firſt moment that I ſaw you, every inflayt has 
improved you in my eyes, becauſe by principle as 
well as paſſion I am unalterably. yours: in ſhort, 
there are ten thouſand eauſes for my love to you 
would to Heaven I could plant one in your ſoft bo». 
ſom, that might move you to return it. 

Lou, Nay, Mr. Belcour—— 

Bel. I know I am. not worthy your regard; I 
know I'm tainted with a, thouſand faults, fick of a 
thouſand follies; but there's a healing virtue in 


your eyes that makes recovery certain; I cannet be 


a villain in your arms. 

Lou. That you can never be: whomever you 
ſhall honour. with your choice, my life upon't that 
woman will be happy: it is not from ſuſpicion that 


I heſitate, it is from honour: tis the ſeverity of my 


condition, it is the world, chat neyer will interpret 
fairly in our caſe, 


Bel. Oh, what am I? and who in chis wide world 


concerns himſelf for ſuch a nameleſs, ſuch a friend-. 
leſs thing as I am? I ſee, Miſs Dudley, I've not T7 
obtained your pardon. 

Lou. Nay, that you are in full poſſeſſion of. 


Bel. Oh, ſeal it with your hand then, lovelieſt of 


women; confirm it wich your heart; make me ha- 


— — 1 
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nourably happy, and crown your penitent, not with 
your pardon only, but your love. 


Lou. My love! 

Bel. By Heaven, my ſoul is conquered with your 
virtues more than my eyes are raviſhed wich your 
beauty. Oh, may this ſoft, this ſenfitive alarm be 
happy, be auſpicious! Doubt not, deliberate not, 
delay not. If happineſa be che end of life, why do 
we lip a moment? 


7 "7 . . ” * F * TS = , 


SCENE VI. 
rr 


Chaxrxs with SrockWEII. 


0. Joy, joy, joy! Sing, dance, 10 1 
for joy ! Ha" done making love, and fall down on 
your knees to every,ſaint in the calendar; for they're 
all on your ſide, and honeſt St. Patrick at the head 
of them. 

Cbarlet. O Louiſa, ſuch an event! By the lucki- 
eſt chance in life we have diſcovered a will of my 
grandfather's made in his laſt illneſs, by which he 
cuts off my aunt Ruſport with a ſmall annuity, and 
leaves me heir to his whole eſtate, with a fortune 
of fifteen thouſand pounds to yourſelf. | 

Lou. What is it you tell me? O fir, inftrut me 
to ſupport this unexpected turn of fortune. 
| [To her father. 
; Dud. Name not fortune; tis the work of Pro- 

vidence— tis the juſtice of Heaven, that would not 


n 
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ſuffer innocence to be oppreſſed, nor your baſe-aunt 
to proſper in her cruelty and cunning. 

[A Servant whiſpers Belcour, and he goes out.. 
Fla. You ſhall pardon me, Captain Dudley, 
but you- muſt not overlook St. Patrick neither; for, 
by my ſoul, if he had not put it, into my head to ſlip 
behind the ſcreen when your righteous aunt and the 
lawyer were plotting together, I don't ſee how you 
would ever have come at the paper there, that Maſ- 
ter Stockwell 1s reading, 

Dud. True, my good friend, you are the father 
of this diſcovery ; but how did you contrive to get 
this will from the lawyer? 

Fla. By force, my dear—the only way of get- 

ting any thing from a lawyer's clutches. _. 

Stock. Well, major, when he brings, lus ation 
of aſſault and battery againſt you, the leaſt Dudley 
can do is, to defend you with the weapons you have 
Wu into his hands. 

Charlie. That I am hound to do; and after the 
hannigela I ſball. have in ſheltering a father's age 
from the vieiſſitudes of life, my next delight will be 
in offering you an aſylum in the baſom of your 
country. 

O Fa. And u upon my ſoul, my dear, tis high 
time I was there; for *tis now thirty long years fipce 
I ſat foot in my native country—and by the power 
of St. Patrick I ſwear I think it's worth all the reft 
of the warld pur together. 

Dud. Ay, major, much about that time Nw L 
been beating the round of ſervice, and, 'tyere well 
for us both: to give over; we have ftogd many a 
tough gale, and abundance of hard blows ; but 
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are over, and I may-own him for my ſon. 
Why theſe are joyful tidings: come, my odfend, 
 aflift me in diſpoſing your lovely daughter to accept 
this returning prodigal; he is no unprincipled, no 


Charles ſhall lay us up in a little private, but ſafe, 
harbour, where we'll reft from our labours, and 
peacefully: wind up the remainder of our days. 

O Fla. Agreed: and you may take it as a proof 
of my eſteem, young man, that Major O'Flaherty 
accepts'x favour at your hands—for by Heaven 1'd 


ſooner ſtarve, than ſay I thank you''to the man I 


deſpiſe. But I believe you are an honeſt lad, and 
Fm glad you've trounced the old cat for on my 
conſcience L beliers I muſt otherwiſe have married 
Ber myſelf, to have let you in for a ſhare of her for- 
tune. 

Stock, Hey- day, whey! $ baba of Belcour ? 

Lou. One of your ſervants called him out juſt 
now, and ſeemingly on ſome earneſt occaſion. 

Stock, J hope, Miſs Dudley, he has atoned to you 
as a gentleman ought; 

Low. Mr. Belcour, fir, will always do what a gen- 
tleman ought—and'in my caſe I fear only you wilt 
think he has done too much. 

| Stock. What has he done; and what can be too 
much? Pray Heaven it may be as L wiſh. [ Aſdt. 

Dud. Let us hear it, child; 

Lou. With confuſion for my own unworthineſs, 
I confeſs to you he has offered me 

Stock. Himſelf. | 

Ton. "Tis true. 

Stocl. Then Tam happy: all my doubts, my cares 


my I 
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hardened libertine; his love for you and virtue 1s 
the ſame. 
Dud. Twere vile ingratitude in me to doubt his 
merit What ſays my child? | 
0 Fla. Begging your pardon now, tis a frivolous 


ſort of a queſtion, that of yours; for you may ſee 
plainly enough by the young lady's looks, that ſhe 


ſays a great deal, although ſhe ſpeaks never a word. 

Charles. Well, fifter, I believe the major has 
fairly interpreted the ſtate of your heart. 

Lou. I own it; and what muſt that heart be, 
which love, honour, and beneficence like Mr. Bel- 
cour's can make no impreſſion on? 

Stock. 1 thank you. What happineſs has this 
hour brought to paſs! 

O Fla. Why don't we all fit down to o ſupper, then, 
and make a night on't? 

Stock. Hold, here comes Belcour. 


"Pp 


SCENE VII 


Bz1covn introducing Miſs RusyorT, 


Bel. Mr. Dudley, here is a fair refugee, who pro- 
perly comes under your protection: ſhe is equipt for 
Scotland; but your good fortune, which I have re- 


lated to her, ſeems inclined to ſave you both the 


journey Nay, madam, never go back; you 


are amongſt friends. 
Charles, Charlotte! 
Char. The ſame; that fond officicus girl, that 


haunts you dee where; chat W ſpirit 
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Charles. Say rather, that protecting angel; ſuch 
you have been to me. 

Char. O Charles, you have an honeſt, but proud 
1 

Charles. Nay, chide me not, dear Charlotte. 

Bel. Seal up her lips then: ſhe is an adorable 
girl; her arms are open to you; and love and hap- 
pineſs are ready to receive you. 

Charles. Thus then I claim my dear, my deftin'd 
wife. * [Embracing her, 


— — tn Mi... at £ 


— 
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„„ ————— 


Enter Lady RusyorT. 


. Ruſ. Hey-day ! mighty fine! wife truly! migh- 
ity well! kiffing, embracing—did ever any thing 
<qual this: Why, you ſhameleſs huffy !—But I 
won't condeſcend to waſte a word upon you.—— 
You, fir, you, Mr. Stockwell, you fine, ſanQified, 

fair-dealing man of conſcience, 1s this the principle 
you trade upon? Is this your neighbourly ſyſtem, 
to keep a houſe of reception for run-away daugh- 
ters, and young beggarly fortune-hunters? 

_ O'Fla. Be adviſed now, and don't put yourſelf 
in ſuch a paſſion : we were all very happy till you 
came. 

L. Ruf. Stand away, fir; hav'n' tI reaſon to be 
in a paſſion ? 

0K Indeed, honey, and you ave, if you knew 
all. 

T. Raf." Come, madam, I have found out your 
haunts; diſpoſe yourſelf to return home with me. 


5 
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Voung man, let me never ſee you within my doors 


again, Mr. Stockwell, I ſhall report your behavi- 
our, depend on it. 

Stock. Hold, madam; I cannot conſent to loſe 
Miſs Ruſport's company this evening, and Jam per- 
ſuaded you won't inſiſt upon it: tis an unmotherly 
action to interrupt your daughter's happineſs in this 
manner, believe me it is. 


L. Ruſ. Her happineſs, truly; upon my word! 


and I ſuppoſe 1 it's an unmotherly action to interrupt 
her ruin; for what but ruin muſt it be to marry a 
beggar — think my ſiſter had a proof of that, fir, 
when ſhe made choice of you. [To Captath Dudley, 

Dud. Don't be too laviſh of your ſpirits, Lady 
Ruſport. 

O Fla. By my ſoul you'll have occaſion for a * 
of the cordial Elixir, by-and- bye. 

Stock. It don't appear to me, "madam, that Mr. 
Dudley can be called a beggar. 

IL. Ruſ. But it appears to me, Mr. Stockwell—I 
am apt to think a pair of colours cannot furniſh ſet- 
tlement quite ſufficient for the heireſs of Sir Stephen 
Ruſport. ' 

Char. But a good eftace in aid of a commiſſion 


may do ſomething. 
L. Raſ. A good eftate, truly! where ſhould he 


get a good eſtate, pray? 
Stock. Why ſuppoſe now a worthy old gentleman, 


on his death-bed, ' ſhould have taken it in * to 
leave him one 
L. Nuſ. Ha! what's that you ſay? 


OeFHla. O ho! you begin to ſmell a plot, do you? | 
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Stock. Suppoſe there ſhould be a paperin the world 
that runs thus I do hereby give and bequeath 
all my eſtates, — and perſonal, to Charles Dud- 
ley, ſon of my late daughter Louiſa, &c. &c. &c. 

L. Ruſ. Why I am thunderftruck !=—By what 
<ontrivance, what 2 did you get poſſeſſion of 
that paper? 

Stock. There was no villany, madam, i in getting 
poſſeſſion of it; the crime was in concealing it, none 
in bringing it to light. 

L. Ruſ. Oh, that curſed lawyer, Varland ! 

O' Fla. You may lay that, faith, he is a curſed 


lawyer, and a curſed piece of work I had to get the 


paper from him. Your ladyſhip now was to have 
paid him five thouſand pounds for it—I forced him 
to give it me of his own accord, for nothing at all, 
at all. 

I. Ruf. Is it you that have done this ? Am I. 
foiled by your blundering contrivances, after all? 


O'Fla. "Twas a blunder, faith, but as natural a a 


one as if I had made it o' purpoſe. 

Charles. Come, let us not opprefs the fallen ; do 
right even now, and you ſhall have no cauſe to com- 
plain. 

Z. Ruſ. Am I become an object of your pity, 
then ?—Inſufferable !——Confufion light amongſt 
| you !—— Marry and be wretched ! let me never ſee 


you more. [ Exit. 
| Char. She is outrageous; I ſuffer for her, and 
bluſh to ſee her thus expoſed. 


Charks. Come, Charlotte, don't let this angry 
woman diſturb our happineſs; we will ſave her in 
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ſpite of herfelf; your father's memory ſhall not be 
{tained by the diſcredit of his ſecond choice. 

Char. I truſt implicitly to your diſcretion, and am 
in all things yours. 

Bel. Now, lovely but obdurate does nor thisex- 
ample ſoften? 


Lon. What can you afk for more? 0 my 


hand, accept my willing heart. | 

Bel. O'bliſsununtevable! brother; father, friend, 
and you, the author of this general joy 

0' Fla. Bleſſing of St. Patrick upon us all! Tis 
a night of wonderful and ſurpriſing ups and downs: 
I wiſh we were 2 ee ene and 


there was an end on' t. 4 
——— Eaves: yet one word 
to interpoſe——LIntitled by my friendſhip to a voice 


in your diſpoſal, I have approved your match: there 


yet remains a father's conſent to be obtained. 

Bel. Have T a father? | 

$tock. Vou haveafather: did not I tell you I had 
a diſcovery to make? Compoſe yourſelf; you have 
a father, who-obferves, who knows, who loves your. 

Bel. Keep me no longer in ſuſpenſe: my heart is 
ſoftened for che affecting diſcovery, and nature fits 
me to receive his bleſſing. | 

Stock. T am your father. 

Bel. My father! Do I live? 
* Stock. I am your father. 

Bel. It is too much; my happinefs o'erpowers 


me: to gain a friend and finda father is too much: 
I bluſh to think how little I deſerye you. 


[They embrace. 
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Dud. See, children, how many new relations 
ſpring from this night's unforeſeen events, 'to endear 
us to each other. | 

O'Fla. O' my conſcience, I think we ſhall be all 
related by-and-bye. 

Stock. How happily has this evening concluded, 
and yet how threatening was its approach! Let us 
repair to the ſupper- room, where I will unfold to 
you every circumſtance of my myſterious ſtory. Yes, 
Belcour, I have watched you with a patient, but 
enquiring eye, and J have diſcovered, through the 
veil of ſome irregularities, a heart beaming with 
| benevolence, an animated nature, fallible indeed, 
but not incorrigible : and your election of this ex- 
eellent young lady makes me glory in ms 
ing you to be my ſon. 

Bel. I thank you—and in my turn avi in the 
father I have gained: ſenſibly impreſt with grati- 
tude for ſuch extraordinary diſpenſations, I beſeech 
you, amiable Louiſa, for the time to come, when- 
ever you perceive me deviating into error or offence, 
bring only to my mind the Providence of this night, 
and I will turn to reaſon, and obey. 


Il make a catechiſm— 
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Fo good folks, has not Miſs: Ruſpon ſhe wn 

Strange whims for 8EVENTZEN HUNDAED 8&VEN= 
TY-ONE? 

What, pawn her n a precious 1 — 

To extricate from want a brave old man; 

And-fall in love with poverty and honour— 

A girl of fortune, faſhion ?: Fie upon her. 

But do not think we females of the ſtage, 

So dead to the refinements of the age, 

That we agree with our old-faſhion'd poet: 


I am point-blank againft him, and T'll ſtew it: 


And that my tongue may more politely run, 
Make me a lady——Lady Blabington. 

Now, with a rank and title to be free, 

and you ſhall ſee 
What is the veritable beaume de vie: 

As I change place I Rand: for that, or this 
My ny queſtions firſt——then anfwers Miſs. 


[She ſpeaks as my Lady.] 
© Come, tell me, child, what were our modes and 
© dreſs, 


IIn thoſe ſtrange times of that old fright, Queen 


* Beſs? —— 
E 2 
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X Hare we much time to dreſs the infide, pray 


And now for Mi 


g 
[She changes place, and ſpeaks for Miſs.) 
When Beſs was England's queen, 

| Ladies avere diſmal beings, ſeldom ſeen ; 

| They roſe betimes, and breakfaſted as ſoon 

On beef and beer—then fludied Greel till noon : 
Unpainted cheeks with bluſh of health did glow, 
Beruff'd and fardingal'd from top to toe, 
Nor necks, nor ancles, avould they ever ſbeæv. 


balf a day; 


No heads dreſs'd d- la- Greguey | the ancients quote, 
There may be learning i in a pepillate : 

Cards are our claſkes; and I, Lady B 

In learning will not yield to any e 

Of the late founded female univerſity. 

But now for Lady Blab 


 Tipeats as my Lach. 
Tell me, Miſs Nancy, F 
What ſports and what ne did they 
| AMS 


: The vulgar oreatures ſeldom left their boufes, 
But tawght their children, uud, and lov'd their 
ſpouſes; 
The uſe of cards at Chritmas 1 knew, 
They play d for lutie, aud their games avere few, 
One-and-thirty, Put, All-faurs,, and Lantera- loo. 
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They bore a race of mortals Hout and boney, 
And never heard the name of Macaroni. 


[Speaks as my Lady.] 
Oh brava, brava ! that's my pretty dear! 
Now let a modern, modiſh fair appear 
No more of theſe old dowdy maids and wives, 
Tell how ſuperior beings paſs their lives.” 


[Speaks as Miſe.] 


Till noon they ſleep, from noon till night they dreſs, 


From night till morn they game it more or leſs, 
Next night the ſame ſaweet courſe of joy run o'er, 
Then the night after as the night before, 

And the night after that, encore, encore. 


[She comes forward.] 
Thus with our cards we ſbuffle off all ſorrow, 


'To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow ! 


We deal apace, from youth unto our prime, 


To the laſt moment of our tabby time; 

And all our yeſterdays, from rout and drum, 
Have lighted fools with empty pockets home. 
Thus do-our lives with rapture roll away, - 

Not with the nonſenſe of our author's play; 
This is true life - true ſpirit—give it praiſe ; 
Don't ſnarl and ſigh for good Queen Beſs's days, 
For all you look ſo ſour, and bend the brow, 
You all rejoice with me, you're living now. 


| 
| 
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